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These Features Make 
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easily changed to match any 
kitchen. 
Exclusive patented Syncro-Matic 
Draft-up to 26. 13 Fuel Savings. 
Hot water Coil-"Oceans" of 
hot water. 
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re-inforced flues. 
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o1ce of natural reservoir section 
, manufactured • 
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That's why FA WC E T T TORRID-OIL Ranges are Canacla's 
largest selling ancl lastest-selling oil ranges I 
Fawcett cooking and heating appliances are manufactured by: 
Electric clock and Min-
ute Minder for accurate 
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Flame" Oven-Perfect 
roasting and baking ••• 
with even heat. 
Super-economical Pilot 
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Fiberglas Insulation for 
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Oven Ventilator for a 
fresh, dry, odorless 
oven. 
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The secret 
of making 
good coffee is 
STARTING with 
KING COLE 
COFFEE 
Only the finest quality coffee . . . the most skilful 
roasting and grinding . . • go into the making of 
KING COLE COFFEE! 
Only the finest flavour .•. the most appealing 
aroma ••• come from KING COLE COFFEE 
containers! Packed in vacuum-sealed tins or 
Flav-0-Tainer bags, KING COLE COFFEE is 
always fresh, always mellow - - always satisfying! 
KING COLE COFFEE 
G. E. BARBOUR CO., LTD. 
NORTH MARKET WHARF 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Branches at 
WOODSTOCK, N.B. - ST. STEPHEN, N.B. - EDMUNDSTON, N.B. 
FREDERICTON, N.B. - HALIFAX, N.S. - SYDNEY, N.S. 
ST. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND 
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Growth 
The present capacity of 
the newsprint industry is adequate 
to meet to-day's requirements but 
we must look to the demands 
of the future. 
World population is increasing at 
the rate of 43,000,000 per year. 
To satisfy the world market for 
newsprint in 1968, even at 
present per capita consumption, 
will require an industry expan-
sion of 18%. Since the world 
literacy rate is rising every 
year, in all probability this 
figure will be even larger. 
The Bowater Organi-
zation is one of the 
largest newsprint 
manufacturers with 
mills in Canada, the 
United States and 
Europe. We are 
constantly developing 
and expanding 
our facilities to meet the 
requirements of our customers 
throughout the world. 
• 
THE BOWATER CORPORATION OF 
NORTH AMERICA LIMITED • MONTREAL 
Mills at : Corner Brook, Newfoundland 
Liverpool, Nova Scotia • Calhoun, Tennessee 
A MEMBER OF THE BOWATER ORGANIZATION 
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WONDERWARMS 
by Windsor Wear 
winter-warm ... summer-light Dynel blended with cotton 
Cozy warmth doesn't have to have weight ... or itch ... or chafe! Not when you wear Lanolized 
W onderwarms knitted of 25% Dynel and 75% fine combed cotton - treated with Lanolin, 
the comfort ingredient, for new soft fitting freedom that won't creep up, bind or bunch. 
Easy-care Wonderwarms machine wash, fast dry. They're fully cut to Canadian 
size standards, pre-shrunk to keep their trim figure and yours. Short-sleeve Shirts ••• long or 
knee-length Drawers ... long or short-sleeve Combinations feature slim .. 
flat lock seams, snug elastic necks, double gussets, taped fronts, heat-resistant waistbands 
to retain brand-new spring through countless launderings. 
The Aristocrat of Undergarments in styles, 
models and weights for every need and situation. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
If it's warmth you want, don't settle for weight! 
Buy W onderwarms . . . at your favorite fine store. 
NOVA SCOTIA TEXTILES, LTD. 
Windsor, Nova Scotia 
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Are you on the committee • ,,, • • • 
. . 
If you are one of a small group charged with organiz-
ing a regional or national convention to he held in 
New Brunswick, perhaps we can he of assistance to 
you. 
Your Travel Bureau is always willing to make advance 
mailings of New Brunswick literature to your list of 
prospective delegates; or we are equally glad to make 
literature available at your place of meeting. 
And, of course, at the request of our local folk, we are always glad to send 
individual sets of literature to Uncle George out in Peoria or Aunt Min in Swift 
Current. 
Good time to think about either of these items now, in the off season, so that 
arrangements can be made well in advance. 
NEW BRUNSWICK TRAVEL BUREAU 
P.O. BOX I 030 FREDERICTON NEW BRUNSWICK CANADA 
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are you getting the most 
from your marine engine? 
IF NOT, NOW IS THE 
TIME TO LEARN THE 
FACTS ABOUT THE 
ENGINE THAT'S USED 
THE WORLD OVER 
GM Marine Diesel means: 
• More Power in less Space 
e Unbeatable Perf ormonce 
• Immediate Parts Delivery 
• Amazing Lightness 
• Fast, Efficient Service 
• Unparalleled Safety 
/ 
Write, phone or 
better still come e . 1on 
in and visit us. 
a ··~.e~ray 
HALIFAX: 135 LOWER WATER ST.~:C- ~ 
BRANCH OFFICE: LIVERPOOL, NOVA SCOTIA -~-
DEALERS: SYDNEY, TRURO, YARMOUTH 
• 
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MONEY FOR YOUR 
EXPANSION 
PROCRAMME 
Incorporated 1944 to help in financing 
new or expanding, small and medium 
sized industrial enterprises, including: 
• manufacturing • processing 
• construction • packaging • repairing 
• transportation • warehousing 
• engineering and scientific research. 
• other industrial activities 
INDUSTRIAL 
DEVELOPMENT 
BANK 
OFFICES AT 
Write for information to the nearest 
regional off ice. 
Halifax . .... 65 Spring Garden Road 
Montreal . .. . 901 Victoria Square 
Toronto .. . .. 250 University Ave. 
Winnipeg . .. 195 Portage Ave. East 
Calgary . ... 51 3 Eighth Ave. West 
Vancouver .. 1030 West Georgia Street 
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LIGHT AND 
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REFRESHING AS A SEA BREEZE! 
OLAND'S 
BEER 
If you're not completely satisfied 
with the beer you've been buying--
try Schooner! Here's a beer 
that's gentle, with never the 
slightest trace of bitterness- yet has 
all the full, tangy flavour of a 
true, naturally brewed malt lager. 
DON'T SAY "BEER"-SAY cftooneI' 
The Lager with the LIGHTER flavour 
OLAN D'S MASTER BREWERS FOR FIVE GENERATIONS ... 
7 NOVEMBER, 1958 
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ROG RESS 
N eiv Brunswick 
has captured the imagination 
of ALL CANADA with its 
power development programme 
Here, in this Province-by-the-Sea 
large blocks of low-cost power 
are now available for industries 
both large and small. 
With the coming "on line" of the 
Beechwood Hydro Development 
and the proposed construction of a large 
thermal plant, New Bruns,\Tick is 
well ahead of a rapidly climbing load curve. 
Fredericton 
New Brunswick 
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when your Pay Cheque stops 
through Sickness or Accident? 
Bills ..• Bills .•• how they mount when 
sickness or accident occurs .•• 
Who would pay the doctor ••. the hospital 
•.• the light and fuel bills? 
Who would pay the grocer? 
Talk it over with your 
Mutual Friend* 
See your nearest *Mutual of Omaha repre .. 
sentative right away. Take out an Income 
Protection Policy. Then, when covered sick-
ness or disabling accident occurs, Mutual of 
Omaha will pay direct to you CASH SUMS 
EVERY MONTH as long as you cannot 
work ... for life if need be (depending on 
plan selected). 
OF OMAHA 
MUTUAL BENEFIT HEALTH AND ACCIDENT ASSOCIATION 
World's largest Exclusive Health and Acddent Company 
Head Office: Toronto, Ontario 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 9 
Play Safe While You're Sound 
Join our New Circle Security Plan 
If your present health is good and you are a 
steady wage-earner, then you may qualify 
right nowf or our NEW CIRCLE SECURITY 
PLAN. This plan is well worth your investi-
gation for with it you enjoy special coverages 
that will do more for your security and peace 
of mind, at low cost. 
~------------------------~ I I 
I Mutual of Omaha, I 
I 520 University Avenue, I 
I Toronto, Ontario. I I Please send me full information on your New Circle I 
Security Plan and its special coverages at low cost I 
for those who qualify. I 
I 
t-lc:1111e........................................................................................... I 
~treet........................................................................................... I 
I City or Town............................................................................... I 
I Province....................................................................................... I 
I Telephone Number.................................................................... I 
~------------------------~ 
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UNIVERSITY 
OF 
NEW 
BRUNSWICK 
A n1odern university for n1en and 
women, situated in Fredericton, the 
beautiful capital city of New Bruns-
wick. The Faculty of Law is main-
tained in Saint John. 
Graduate and Undergraduate 
Degree Courses 
Arts ( Il.A., M.A.) ; Sciences (B.Sc., 
M.Sc., Ph.D.); Engineering-Civil, 
Mechanical, Electrical (B.Sc., 
M.Sc.) ; Forestry (B.Sc., M.Sc.) ; 
Law (B.C.L.); Education (B.Ed., 
M.Ed., B. of Teaching); Business 
Administration ( B.B.A.) ; Physical 
Education (B.Phys.Ed.) 
A new four year program leading to 
the degree of 
BACHELOR OF NURSING 
will commence September 1959. 
(Three-year Certificate Courses 
available in Chemical and Mining 
Engineering) 
For full particulars about courses, 
scholarships and other academic in-
formation, write: 
THE REGISTRAR 
University of New Brunswick, 
Fredericton, N.B. 
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LETTERS 
Memory of Bell 
Sir: 
I still find your magazine most interesting-
the current one is of particular interest to me, 
as in 1908 I had the privilege of meeting 
Alexander Graham Bell-the most interesting 
and fascinating of the three prominent men 
I had met up to that time. The others were 
Sir Charles Tupper and Sir Wilfred Laurier. 
My father, J. Murray Lawson, was presi-
dent of the Nova Scotia Weekly Press 
Association in 1908, and the September 
meeting was held in Sydney, Cape Breton. 
Among the many things planned for our 
entertainment was a visit to Baddeck, where 
we met Dr. Bell and two or three other 
younger men who were working with him in 
his experiments with his "flying machines". 
A test flight was made that day for our 
benefit, by some sort of machine which did 
rise a few feet from the water, but was air-
borne for only a very short time. 
I shall never forget Dr. Bell with the light 
of genius burning in his eyes, and his kind-
ness in explaining to us the model he was 
then working on, composed of tetrahedral 
cells. These cells were covered with the same 
red silk mentioned in your article and he told 
us it had been made for him in Japan and 
was very strong but very light in weight. 
He gave me a souvenir of my visit-a 
miniature cell, made of match-like wood and 
covered with the red silk ... 
LAURA H. LAWSON, 
56A William Street, 
Yarmouth, N.S. 
Salt Fish Exporters 
Sir: 
Having endeavoured for years to arouse 
interest in the problems of the Canadian salt 
or cured fish industry, and to acquaint persons 
in and out of government with its importance 
to the economy of the Atlantic Provinces, 
and at the same time pointing out how the 
Canada-West Indies Trade Agreement has 
worked a hardship on our industry, we read 
with considerable disappointment your edi-
torial in the September issue of your publica-
tion on the question of sugar imports, tariff 
preferences, salt fish marketing, etc. 
Your brief reference to our industry would 
indicate that you feel it is relatively unim-
portant from the standpoint of the economy 
of our Atlantic Provinces. In fact it would 
appear you give us a definite "brush off" as 
if we really do not matter. 
While it is true the annual value of our 
commodity is only in the vicinity of $23 
million and further that this is a small 
percentage of Canada's total exports, never-
theless if you take the time to make even a 
casual investigation you will find it is an 
important part of the Atlantic Provinces' 
economy, the more so since the Atlantic 
Provinces' over-all total exports are just a 
small percentage of our national total. 
You said, and we quote, "The Atlantic 
Salt Fish Exporters Association then climbed 
on to the APEC bandwagon, and supported 
the policy of lowering, or even suspending, 
the Commonwealth preferences as a good 
stick with which to beat Jamaica into aband-
oning its five-year-old ceiling on salt-cod 
prices." The fact is, Mr. Editor, we have 
been advocating such a course to our Govern-
ment long before APEC came into the 
picture, because we saw no other "big stick" 
that Canada could use to insist on Jamaica 
abandoning her price ceiling set-up, which, 
according to our thinking, is a definite breach 
of the intent and spirit of the Canada-B.W.I. 
Agreement. 
When you bring sentiment into the picture 
by saying: "The people of Canada, and of 
the Atlantic Provinces especially, are deeply 
committed, spiritually and philosophically, to 
the policy of closer Commonwealth ties", we 
10 
respectfully point out that preferential trade 
is a ''two-way street". Our representatives 
have been to Jamaica to plead our case 
without avail. 
The price ceiling set-up in Jamaica, simply 
stated, is that their Government tells their 
importing group at what price they can 
import dry salt cod-and now pickled 
mackerel-and this price must embody and 
be the same for all grades and sizes, then the 
Government tells the importers at what price 
they can sell to the wholesalers and in turn 
establishes the mark-up to the retailer and 
then to the consumer. The consumers have 
to take what the store sells them at a fixed 
price and have no choice as to quality or 
size, all of which is a carry-over from the food 
control regulations established during the 
last war. 
If you were considering Canada's interest 
first, or even on an equal basis, and we sub-
mit you should do so since you are publishing 
a Canadian magazine, it would be well to 
check these facts, since Jamaica's arbitrary 
stand is one of the dominating factors in 
governing the prices paid for fish to our 
primary producers who today are getting 
such low returns that they are being driven 
out of the industry. 
Referring again to the Canada-B.W.I. 
Agreement, we think all those showing such 
a keen interest in the recently organized 
B. W. I. Federation should take into account 
that their total population is between just 
one-fourth to one-fifth of the total of the 
whole Caribbean population. For instance, 
there are some three million more people on 
the Island of Cuba alone than in all the 
islands of the new Federation. Looking at 
the over-all trade possibilities in the Caribbean 
area, the non-British West Indies have a total 
population of over fourteen million as com-
pared to some three million in the Federation 
group. We sell over sixty per cent of our 
product to the former, who complain most 
bitterly of their unfavourable balance of 
trade with Canada, and the Canadian tariff 
discrimination against their products. If the 
sugar pr~ferences were done away with, it 
seems evident that sugar prices to the Can-
adian consumer would not be increased, our 
treasury would be enriched by collecting the 
higher duties, and the adverse balance of 
trade would be partly corrected with the 
non-B.W.I. Caribbean islands. 
If sentiment has to dominate the picture 
as you appear to suggest, then we think it 
would be cheaper for the Canadian taxpayer 
to make outright gifts to the B.W.I. and let 
trade fo11ow its natural outlets. 
R. F. JOHNSON 
Secretary, 
Canadian Atlantic Salt Fish 
Exporters Association, 
Halifax, N.S. 
~ The brief reference to the salt fish 
industry does not at all indicate that 
we feel it is relatively unimportant. 
Our article was on sugar. We shall 
deal with the salt fish industry in a 
future article. Meanwhile, we believe 
that our argument was sound. Better 
negotiate with the West Indies over 
sugar- and s;ilt fish - while we are in 
a good bargaining position with 
Commonwealth preferences, than with-
out it. It is better to lead from strength 
than weakness.- Ed. 
Wrong Brother 
Sir: 
Regarding the letter- "Atlantic Cable" in 
your September issue, I wish to draw atten-
tion to a small error. 
The writer states that Marconi was be-
friended in Sydney by Dr. Ernest Kendall 
' 
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M.P., and Alex Johnston, M.P. Dr. Ernest 
Kendall, who was my father, was not an M.P. 
However, Dr. Arthur Kendall, his brother, 
was one, and undoubtedly is the gentleman 
in question. 
I have never heard whether or not my 
father (Dr. Ernest) participated in any of 
this, although he might have done so, as 
both he and Dr. Arthur Kendal] had a 
medical practice in Sydney at this time. 
Marconi 
Sir: 
JOHN S. KENDALL, 
Curry's Corner, 
Hants County, N.S. 
Referring to Mr. Jefferson's Jetter concern-
ing the Atlantic cable, in your September 
1958 issue: it is noted that Mr. Jefferson was 
in a "critical mood". More critical than 
accurate in parts, however, as for example 
his statement "that the Newfoundland 
Government at the instance of the MacKay 
cable monopoly kicked Marconi off the island 
before his experiments were complete." 
The cable branch of the then MacKay 
companies, The Commercial Cable Company, 
did not commence operations in Newfound-
land until 1909, or eight years after Mr. 
Marconi's successful experiment. Accord-
ingly, this "MacKay cable monopoly" was 
not the corporation responsible for com-
pelling the Government of Newfoundland 
(not "Newfie", an obnoxious word) to have 
Mr. Marconi discontinue his operations on 
Signal Hill. Further, it was the Jetter "S", 
not "F" and it was not sent but received at 
St. John's on December 21, 1901, at a most 
carefully pre-arranged time. The success of 
the transmission was proved beyond any 
doubt and is now a matter of history. Mr. 
Marconi never made any claim to having 
received or transmitted a wireless "message" 
in Newfoundland. 
It is correct that Mr. Cyrus Field was but 
the financial organizer of the first Atlantic 
cable efforts, particularly in the early stages, 
but it was also due largely to his persistence, 
indomitable courage, personal contributions, 
innumerable trans-Atlantic crossings (seasick 
on most of them) that the project eventually 
became a success. 
If he is not already aware, Mr. Jefferson 
may be interested to know that the laying of 
the first successful Atlantic cable was a purely 
British venture. The entire capital was sub-
scribed in the United Kingdom, the cables 
were manufactured there and it might be 
noted also that of the hundreds of crew 
members carried by the Great Eastern, the 
British ship which laid the 1866 cable, also 
subsequent ones, Mr. Field was the only 
American aboard. 
JAMES MACINTYRE 
7 Church Hill, 
St. John's, Newfoundland 
Another Swimmer 
Sir: 
Regarding Willy Messer's letter (Atlantic 
Advocate, October, 1958), Miss Ederle te11s 
me that he must have her confused with 
some other swimmer because at no time had 
she ever considered swimming the Straits of 
Gibraltar, and furthermore, she was never in 
the town aforementioned and remembers no 
incident even remotely resembling that 
described. 
Wider Readership 
Sir: 
HAL RAYWIN, 
Rosoff Hotel, 
147 W. 43rd Street, 
New York 36, N.Y. 
Canadians everywhere can be proud- and 
many of us are proud- of the excellence of 
design and content of The Atlantic Advocate. 
We are sure it will enjoy ever-widening 
readership in the middle and western prov-
inces, the U.S., Britain and Europe. It and 
the region it delineates deserve no less. Your 
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The unidentified vessel 
magazine undoubtedly astonishes many who 
this year see it for the first time on world 
newsstands. 
Mystery Yacht 
Sir: 
CLIVE CHA TTOE, 
Editorial Director, 
Daily Co1nmercial News 
and Building Record 
34 St. Patrick Street, 
Toronto 2B, Ont. 
The following letter, written in 1928 by 
J. T. Copeland of Cambridge, Mass., to my 
father, Dr. James D. Lawson, refers to a club 
which existed over 70 years ago. I found it 
among my father's papers after he passed 
away in spring of 1929. No one that I have 
contacted here can find any reference to such 
a club, but on the bare chance that it might 
be of interest to you I pass it on. 
Dear Dr. Lawson: 
Have you by chance any recollection of the 
once famous class in literature, held in St. 
Stephen in the college year of 1884-85? ff you 
have, can you, without too much trouble, tell 
me who may be the survivors, besides you and 
me? 
I appeal to you, although I know you must 
be very busy, because that class of alert and 
genial young people was one of I he most 
agreeable experiences of my life, and the 
thought of it has continued always to give me 
pleasure. 
With best regards, 
Yours truly, 
C. T. Copeland 
11 
The picture of the yacht has always 
fascinated me. It was so very seldom, if 
ever, as late as 1910 or 11 was there a yacht 
like this seen on the St. Croix River as far 
up as the Devil's Head. At the angle this 
was taken it was hiding Dochet Island (about 
3 miles behind it). The flag does not seem to 
be the stars and stripes. Was there perhaps 
a yacht club at St. Andrews or at one of the 
Islands in Fundy? 
Yes, your story of the Half Moon brought 
my picture to my mind, especially as the 
gentleman with the sailor hat, and the ladies 
with their style of dress and headgear remind 
one of quite "former" years. Wouldn't it be 
wonderful if it were the Half Moon? Too 
good to be true. 
We enjoy the Advocate so much here at 
Lonicera Hall. When writers are sometimes 
personally known, it adds a little something, 
too. Miss Joan Ganong, of course, in St. 
Stephen and also I was glad to see the article 
on Evangeline by my friend, Shirley Elliott. 
ELSIE 0. LAWSON, 
The Maria F. Ganong 
Old Folks Home, 
St. Stephen, N .B. 
~ According to Mr. Herman Kahn, 
Director of the Franklin D. Roosevelt 
Library in Hyde Park, N.Y., this ship 
does not appear to be a Roosevelt 
vessel, "as its rigging does not re-
semble that of the Roosevelt craft." 
- Ed. 
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BIG ! EXACTING! IMPORTANT! 
The New Dam at ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, N.S . 
. . . . designed to salvage and reclaim approximately 4,500 acres of valuable 
marshland property as well as allow cultivation of previously unused marshland. 
The traffic causeway will cross the Annapolis River from about one-third of a 
mile up the eastern side of the Granville bridge, to Hog Island on the other side. 
The Dam with the control gates will be located in a cut through Hog Island and 
will control the tidal waters from the Bay of Fundy and thereby protect this 
reclaimed acreage. 
T. C. GORMAN CONSTRUCTION COMP ANY 
LIMITED 
GENERAL CONTRACTORS 
Specializing in Heavy Marine Construction 
505 Roy Building, Halifax, N.S. Phone 3-844 7 
For business or 
short route 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
pleasure ... Travel the 
on the ATLANTIC Limited 
Save time .... enjoy fast overnight service to Montreal 
aboard Canadian Pacific's diesel-smooth Atlantic Lim-
ited. Relax in air-conditioned comfort .... coaches 
feature comfortable reclining seats. Your choice of 
luxury accommodations Lounge car facilities and dining 
. 
car service. 
Information and reservations from any Canadian 
Paci fie of /ice. 
12 NOVEMBER, 1958 
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The Bard 
front 
N e'\Vf oundland 
The story 
of Dr. E. ]. Pratt 
by 
M. HELEN McGRATH 
O N A COLD late March day in 1898, a tall young lad of fifteen joined the throngs 
gathering along the St. John's water-
front to give the traditional rousing 
welcome to the returning sealing fleet. 
But the gay and boisterous mood of 
the crowd turned suddenly chill and 
silent as the steamer accompanying 
the fleet was sighted limping into the 
harbour, its half-mast flag announcing 
tragedy. 
That tragedy, which proved to be 
the worst in Newfoundland history, 
was the Greenland Disaster in which 
fifty-five hunters perished from frost 
and exposure when a snow-storm cut 
them off from the steamer. In addition, 
many were severely injured by frost-
bite, and Jack of medical care and 
facilities resulted in loss of limbs. 
The boy on the waterfront was 
Ned Pratt, today hailed as Canada's 
most famous poet, and one of the 
few Canadian poets whose work is 
at all familiar to readers abroad. 
The disaster, which left such an 
impression on the fifteen-year-old 
mind that he remembers it clearly after 
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sixty years, provided the basis of his 
popular poem "Ice Floes". More 
important, it sowed the first seeds 
of a lifetime's preoccupation-man's 
Promethean struggle with the blind 
forces of nature- which is the under-
lying theme of all Pratt's poetry in one 
form or another. 
Now in his seventy-fifth year and 
retired for five years from his post as 
head of the English department of the 
University of Toronto, Ned Pratt 
shows few signs of slowing down. His 
retirement, apparently, simply gave 
him more time in which to work 
harder for the new edition of his 
Collected Poems which appeared this 
October and contains twenty short new 
poems penned in the last few years. 
The Pratt family, consisting of the 
poet, his wife, Viola, and their 
daughter, Mildred Claire, lives in a 
pleasantly large house on Toronto's 
quiet, tree-lined Glencairn Avenue. 
Ned is a tall, vigorous man, just under 
six feet, who hasn't weighed an ounce 
over 160 pounds since he was twenty. 
Perhaps the reason so few writers re-
mark on his excellent physical qualities 
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is his tremendously vital personality 
which completely overshadows them. 
He is a wonderful conversationalist 
and raconteur, and when he begins to 
talk, in a soft Irish-Newfoundland 
brogue which is just as strong as the 
day he left home, one for gets what he 
looks like and eventually leaves, still un-
der the spell he casts and remembering 
only impressions of the man himself. 
One of those impressions will in-
variably be his sharp wit and robust 
sense of humour. The poet's reaction 
to a good story is the teller's reward 
and he laughs hardest and longest 
when the joke is on himself. 
Although Ned Pratt has lived in 
Toronto since 1917, he has never lost 
his love for his native island and visits 
it whenever he gets the opportunity. 
The last trip was four years ago when 
he toured around the entire island by 
coastal steamer. When he reminisces 
about his boyhood in Newfoundland, 
as he often does, it is not difficult to 
discern the first stirrings of a great poet 
and realize the tremendous influence 
those early surroundings and events 
had on the mature man. 
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Edwin John Pratt was born in 
Western Bay, Newfoundland, in 1883, 
the son of an impecunious Methodist 
minister and the third child in a family 
of eight. Their father being a minister, 
the Pratts moved to a different outport 
or town every three years. On an 
island not noted for its high standard 
of living, the parson's family usually 
had a little less than anyone else. But 
there was laughter and fun in the large 
family and above all a love of learning 
that communicated itself to the boy 
Ned at an early age. 
He remembers his favourite poets in 
those days were Goldsmith and Tenny-
son and the writers he admired most 
were Gladstone and Carlisle. He 
memorized in its entirety Goldsmith's 
"Deserted Village" and many other 
long works. 
A highly imaginative and observant 
boy he must have been since many of 
the sights and sounds of those earliest 
days were vividly retained and re-
produced years later in his poems. 
Pratt's maternal grandfather, Captain 
William Knight, was a sealing captain 
who commanded one of the first 
steamers to enter a Newfoundland 
harbour. Although the poet himself 
never went to sea, he spent many an 
hour out in his rodney (punt) as a boy 
in Moretons Harbour, watching the 
whaling steamers tow in the whales, 
sometimes as much as I 00 feet long, 
and moor them belly-up until they 
were taken to the factories. This 
intimate knowledge of his subject 
matter later caused him a little trouble 
with the publishers of The Titans, who 
couldn't quite believe that mother 
whales produced five-ton babies. 
Although Ned Pratt didn't write 
seriously until relatively ]ate in life, he 
got off to an early, if dubious, start. 
Schooled in the days when the cane 
was not spared and the schoolboy 
never answered back, sharp-witted 
Pratt would take out his anger and 
frustration by writing "malicious little 
satires on teachers I didn't like. If his 
nose was slightly large, I'd make it 
bulbous, if he was ten pounds over-
weight, he would be obese." Un-
fortunately one of these limericks got 
into the hands of one of his humour-
less masters and resulted in the "caning 
of my life". Needless to say, he 
strongly disapproves of corporal 
punishment in schools and refers to it 
as a "barbaric practice". 
When Ned was fifteen, family cir-
cumstances determined that he should 
leave school and go to work. With a 
practical eye to his future, the boy's 
father apprenticed him to a draper's 
shop in St. John's where, he relates 
with glee, his yearly salary amounted 
to eighty dollars. 
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As a promotion in his second year 
he was put in charge of corsets, which 
came in two kinds, "with either 
whalebone or steel stays" he remem-
bers, and brown sugar, "which was 
kept in a large hogshead where the 
delicious molasses sugar gathered in 
the bottom." 
The poet still loves to tell the story 
of how he almost got fired for depart-
ing on one occasion from the store's 
customary diplomacy in its corset 
section. His instructions were to al-
ways offer a size smaller than he 
thought the lady was likely to require 
but when one middle-aged matron 
strode in one day to demand a corset, 
Pratt promptly proffered the large size. 
In a fit of fury at his unflattering 
accuracy she complained loudly and 
at length to the owner. Later, when 
being properly dressed down for his 
lack of tact, the boy insisted, and still 
insists, that he stuck to store policy. 
The customer, he claimed, was really 
extra-large. 
Although he subsequently did well, 
after three years young Ned Pratt had 
all he could take and wanted to quit. 
His family decided by this time that it 
was possible for the boy to do what 
he really wanted-return to school. 
Thus at the age of eighteen he entered 
the Newfoundland Methodist College 
with two years of high school to 
complete. 
It was during one of these years 
that "the most dramatic event of my 
whole life occurred." Marconi and his 
two assistants had recently arrived in 
St. John's and had been given the use 
of the old barracks on Signal Hill to 
carry out the inventor's experiments in 
wireless. 
"One day Principal Robert E. Hallo-
way, the most outstanding teacher I 
have ever known, was demonstrating 
the X-ray. I can still recover the thrill 
I got when the X-ray was explained 
and demonstrated and the even greater 
thrill when he said: 'You may think 
this a wonder, but tomorrow I am 
taking you down to Government 
House where Marconi's two assistants 
wi11 demonstrate wireless.' 
"I remember us, forty breathless 
boys in a room with one assistant and 
the wireless transmitter, while the 
other assistant was in another room 
separated by a coqcrete wall, and our 
incredible wonder when the message 
we sent was received in the other room. 
"The next day the newspapers head-
lined the fact that Marconi had 
succeeded in contacting Cornwall in 
England without wires. My brother 
was a reporter at the time and soon 
papers all over the world were con-
tacting him to see if it was true and to 
find out more about it. Marconi him-
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self was a very retiring man and 
extremely taciturn. When my brother 
finally cornered him and asked 'Did 
you really get across?' Marconi replied 
'Yes.' 'How?' persisted my brother. 
'Without wires,' said the inventor 
laconically.'' 
It was tremendous news, the poet 
recalls, especially for people concerned 
with the sea. There would be no more 
ships lost, claimed the papers, the great 
tragedies of the sea were over. But 
eleven years later, the unsinkable 
Titanic went down, fully equipped with 
wireless and directly in the route 
between Signal Hill and Cornwall. 
Even today, a half century after this 
disaster, Ned Pratt, the philosopher, is 
still plagued by the unanswerable 
questions posed by tragic coincidence. 
His famous poem The Loss of the 
Titanic clearly indicated his absorption 
with the phenomenon. It is almost as 
though some cruel or perhaps impas-
sive power lies in wait until man has 
woven his inevitable mantle of omni-
science, only to destroy it in some 
terrible way again and again. And man 
never seems to learn, he says. 
Matriculation in those early days 
qualified the young Pratt to become a 
teacher and probationary minister. For 
three years he taught in Moretons 
Harbour where he began by teaching 
the children what he thought they 
would enjoy knowing, about the stars 
and natural beauties of the country, 
and produced a complete set of failures 
at exam time. Following the orders of 
an irate school board he had less fun 
the second year but scored one hundred 
per cent success in pass marks at the 
examinations. 
He worked from seven in the morn-
ing to midnight, baptizing, marrying, 
burying and teaching. "That I didn't 
mind, but when it came to preaching, 
I was unhappy. I always hated moral-
izing and telling other people what 
to do." 
Of his next venture, Ned Pratt will 
only say that it has been grossly over-
exaggerated and too often repeated 
over the years. But he does admit that 
it is true that he and another young 
friend concocted a "Universal Lung 
Healer", a pungent brew of spruce 
buds, cherry bark and roots, with a 
dash of rum added as a preservative. 
It was done in good faith, based on the 
testimonial of a man who said he had 
been cured of tuberculosis by the 
mixture. They sold it from door-to-
door and Pratt stocked the store of his 
brother Cal (now Senator Calvin 
Pratt of Ottawa) with it before taking 
off for the University of Toronto on 
the proceeds of one hundred and fifty 
dollars. Over-estimating the power of 
the rum, Ned had used too little and 
was fortunately out of the reach of 
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angry customers and brother when 
\\-'inter came and the Lung Healer 
froze and burst its bottles. 
In Toronto, where he entered college 
in 1907, the student Pratt shared a 
third-floor room with two other New-
foundlanders. They each paid one 
dollar and twenty-five cents a week 
for rent and another dollar twenty-five 
for food, mostly oatmeal and beans 
which they cooked themselves. 
His major subjects were psychology 
and philosophy and Ned Pratt did 
very well, well enough in fact to win a 
gold medal which he promptly sold for 
seventeen dollars. 
"Feeling terribly rich I decided to 
give a dinner party to which I invited 
ten of my Newfoundland friends who 
were usually as belly-floundered as 
myself." 
The place was the old Queen's 
Hotel, renowned for its dollar dinner 
and although Ned Pratt is almost as 
famous today for his stag dinners as 
for his poetry, he still remembers the 
menu for that first one. "Hors 
d' reuvres, a thick potage, sweetbreads, 
which the waiter recommended but 
none of us had ever tasted, roast beef, 
three vegetables, roast duck, pie, 
raisins, dates and nuts, coffee and an 
apple each to slip into our pockets for 
later. Even after this I still had two 
dollars left and as a final grand 
gesture, left it as a tip for the waiters 
who were standing around goggle-
eved. I'm sure they'd never seen the 
l{ke of it before." 
The poet today cheerfully admits he 
has never had the slightest sense of 
financial values. The variety of summer 
jobs he took during college vacations, 
most of them uncomfortable and none 
very successful, bear him out. While 
they may not have provided him with 
the necessary wherewithal, they at 
least provided some unusual and 
colourful experiences. 
Drawing on his experience as a 
probationary minister in his homeland 
he went west and ran a mission circuit 
for the Young People's Forward 
Movement in Saskatchewan. Billeted 
with a farmer, he offered to earn his 
keep by doing any chores the farmer 
wanted to give him. The delighted 
farmer immediately put him to work 
cleaning out the pig-pens. Although 
Ned stuck to it and finished the job, 
he has been unable to abide the sight 
...... 
of a pig ever since. He also drove a 
binder and delivered His Majesty's 
mail three times a week over a distance 
of about twenty miles. For this latter 
task, he recalls, "I had a real Western 
bronco, one of the finest, and a buggy." 
Struck by the mania rampant at the 
time for "buying a piece of land" 
Pratt succumbed and bought 160 acres 
to be paid for at some future date 
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This portrait of Dr. Pratt by Kenneth Forbes hangs in Victoria College, 
University of Toronto 
when several crops had been harvested. 
The following year he returned to the 
west again, this time in a literary 
capacity, mounted on a bicycle and 
taking orders for the Standard Dic-
tionary of Facts. 
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It promised to be a fruitful summer, 
orders piled in, his farm, sown with 
flax and wheat by a farmer friend, was 
already a promising green. But by fall 
he was as badly off as he had ever 
been. Returning later in the summer to 
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collect the money from the farmers for 
his books, he found that he "didn't 
have the heart to press them for the 
rest of the money, they were too nice." 
Staying a day here, a week-end there 
on his "collection" tour, "I found, at 
the end of each visit, I just couldn't 
bring myself to broach the subject of 
money when they had been so 
hospitable to me." 
Subsequently, when Pratt returned 
to the university that fall, he was 
completely disillusioned with life in the 
great, open west. His side-line, a 
refreshment concession at the Regina 
Fair, was rained out. An early frost 
had ruined his wheat and flax. The 
vague terms of his land "bargain" 
became suddenly defined when the 
crops failed and his 160 acres reverted 
to the former owner. 
Ned Pratt received his B.A. degree 
in 1911, his M.A. in 1913 and his 
Ph.D. in 1917. From 1913 to 1919 he 
lectured in philosophy and psychology 
at the University of Toronto and it was 
during this period he wrote his first 
privately published poem, a New-
foundland narrative done in the 
manner of Wordsworth's "Michaer'. 
The poet himself later described it as 
"imitative, ordinary and unworthy". 
He next completed a long lyrical 
poem entitled "Clay", which he some 
years later criticized as "full of 
theories, and reflections about life ... 
bald, very bald generalizations-prac-
tically the whole cargo of the depart-
ment of philosophy as it existed at the 
time in the University of Toronto." He 
was so disillusioned with the complete 
work that he one day threw the whole 
thing in his furnace. 
But the writing and painful burning 
of "Clay", (he likened it to "the 
killing of one's own child") was an 
excellent purgative for the young poet, 
completely disenchanting him with 
psychological and philosophical ap-
proaches to human experiences. 
If any one time can be looked upon 
as the turning point of one's life, this 
period was Ned Pratt's. Shortly after 
the disastrous "Clay" he was appointed 
to the English literature faculty of the 
University of Toronto. "I was on top 
of the world," he said, "I knew then 
that teaching was what I wanted to do 
with my life." He had long felt a strong 
inclination toward that profession but 
his final commitment to it was delayed 
by being forced to teach psychology 
which he loathed. Born and reared in 
the atmosphere of salty, down-to-earth 
conversation, he found working with 
"those ugly, psychological terms" un-
bearable and couldn't face a future 
full of "egos" and "ids". 
The "golden era" of Pratt's life 
began at this point and has continued 
ever since. Married two years before 
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to Viola Whitney of Atherly, Ontario, 
Ned, now 37, settled happily into his 
teaching career and began to write 
poetry with an entirely new approach. 
In 1923 he brought out his Book of 
Newfoundland Verse, forty-nine short 
poems, half of which he disowns today 
and hopes nobody reads, "especially 
the monologues". But for all his 
present misgivings, it was recognized 
by many as very promising work. "One 
expects a Newfoundlander to sing of 
the sea sometimes, but when Pratt 
sings of the sea it is identified with 
moods, tragedy, with emotions as wide 
as the world and deep as the ocean 
depths," said S. Morgan Powell, noted 
literary and drama editor of The 
Montreal Daily Star in 1923. 
The wildly extravagant and highly 
fanciful "Witches Brew" fallowed in 
1926 and much to the poet's amuse-
ment was greeted in England and other 
quarters variously as a profound 
political treatise, an advertisement for 
liquor, and as a scathing condemnation 
of the demon rum. In reality, Pratt 
revealed, it was written in celebration 
of his fifth wedding anniversary and 
dedicated to his wife. It was a "straight, 
'let her go Gallagher' for a wedding 
feast," he is quoted as having said. 
It was this poem that also prompted 
his now widely quoted definition of the 
function of poetry. "Poetry is, and 
ought to be, at least in part, the ex-
pression of a grand binge, making for 
healthy psychological releases, where 
the world for a time is seen backside-
up, and the poet becomes gloriously 
emancipated from the thraldoms of 
day-by-day routine." 
Reverting to the world of his child-
hood the fast-rising poet next produced 
The Titans, which established him as 
"a poet who has defined his personality 
and determined his form". (E. K. 
Brown, On Canadian Poetry). "The 
Cachalot", one of the two narratives 
comprising this volume, is considered 
by some to be the greatest whale story 
in the English language, notwithstand-
ing Moby Dick. 
Between 1930 and 1939 Pratt wrote 
the three poems which he still con-
siders his best- The Roosevelt and the 
Antinoe, The Loss of the Titanic and 
Brebeuf and His Brethren. The latter, 
though the author himself is Protes-
tant, is considered by many to be the 
greatest Catholic poem of the century. 
A dramatic arrangement of this poem, 
entitled The Life and Death of Jean de 
Brebeuf, with music by Healey Willan, 
was given its premiere by the Canadian 
Broadcasting Corporation in 1943 and 
in January of 1944 was presented as 
part of the golden anniversary of 
Toronto's Massey Hall by the Toronto 
Symphony Orchestra and the Mendels-
sohn Choir. 
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An amusing incident occurred at the 
Massey Hall presentation which serves 
to illustrate Pratt's unassuming manner 
and his inability to become too im-
pressed with himself and his work. The 
Pratt family, including the poet's 
sister Floss, were guests of honour 
that evening and as the presentation 
was nearing its end, Floss, completely 
overcome, turned to her brother and 
said: "If only mother were alive to 
hear this!" Pratt chuckled and replied, 
"Oh, I dare say mother is listening to 
far better music than this where she is." 
The "Fable of the Goats" for which 
the poet received the Governor-
General's Gold Medal, was also 
written during these years but has now 
fallen into disfavour with the author. 
His long poem "Dunkirk", based on 
the British evacuation from the French 
port, is considered outstanding for its 
accuracy, for its intense portrayal of 
the sea and for the heroic climax. 
Collected Verse appeared in 1944 and 
They Are Returning, the following year. 
His Behind The Log and The Last 
Spike-the story of the Canadian 
Pacific Railway-are his latest works 
and these are included in the new 
edition of Collected Verse. It was 
shortly after publication of the former 
that Pratt was called to Ottawa in 1946 
to be given one of the highest Com-
monwealth awards, the Companion of 
St. Michael and St. George, by Earl 
Alexander of Tunis, Governor-General 
at the time. 
Besides the C.M.G., Dr. Pratt has 
had several other honours conferred 
upon him, including three Governor-
General's Gold Medals, the Lorne 
Pierce Gold Medal of the Royal 
Society of Canada, of which he is a 
Fellow, the Alberta Gold Medal and 
several honorary doctorates from Can-
adian universities, including the Uni-
versity of New Brunswick. 
However, Dr. Pratt is anything but 
an "ivory tower" poet. His outgoing 
nature, his generosity and sympathy, 
his conversational prowess and genuine 
sincerity have netted him a wide circle 
of devoted friends from all walks of 
life and of all ages. Stories are widely 
told of Pratt as the giver of stag dinner 
parties where the various segments of 
his wide friendship were brought to-
gether for the best of food and talk. 
There one would find gathered prom-
inent figures from the universities, the 
publishing business, government and 
political circles, mingling with promis-
ing young scholars, poets, playwrights 
and musicians. Of these gatherings the 
late E. K. Brown has written: "Pratt 
is never so much himself as when he 
sits at the head of his table with half a 
dozen men around him, a great fowl 
before him, and vigorous easy con-
versation in the air." 
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Although he has been retired since 
1953, Dr. Pratt's interest in the young 
people with whom he had been 
associated for twenty-five years has not 
lessened. For several years he gave spe-
cial lectures and he is often seen around 
his old campus, meeting and conversing 
with the newest crop of young students. 
"I just can't stay away for any length 
of time," he laughingly admits. 
Dr. Pratt apparently cut as colour-
ful a figure on campus as he did in the 
world of letters. He might well have 
been the original "absent-minded pro-
fessor" if all the tales about him are to 
be believed. One typical story concerns 
an incident which occurred at Queen's 
University summer school where he 
taught for many years. One Sunday, 
just back from Toronto, he strolled 
into Grant Hall to see what the crowd 
was there for and stayed to hear a 
fascinating lecture on astronomy by 
Dean Alice Douglas. When he went 
up to congratulate her after the talk, 
the reply was: "I'm especially glad that 
you enjoyed it, Dr. Pratt, since you 
were supposed to be the guest speaker 
of the evening." 
Some of his friends believe that one 
of the reasons Pratt Jectured at the 
summer school was because of the 
Cataraqui golf course. A long-time 
enthusiast of the game, he would 
arrange his lectures so as to give him 
the entire afternoon on the course 
where he wou]d play eighteen holes or 
more. Perhaps next to his stag parties, 
the memories he relishes most are of 
various games of golf with favourite 
partners. "I was always trying to break 
into the seventies and for a while I 
thought I'd make it, but the best I 
managed was an 81." 
His golf-clubs, however, have been 
put away since Dr. Pratt retired, and 
his main exercise these days consists of 
a little lawn bowling and thrice-weekly 
visits to Toronto's York Club to "see 
the boys". His writing, on the other 
hand, has increased, if anything, and 
in addition he keeps a pretty keen eye 
trained on the present generation's 
activities in the fields of art. 
Although Pratt himself has been 
described as a true poet of the "ma-
chine age" both by virtue of his style 
as well as his choice of subject matter, 
he detests most modern art, whether 
it be painting, music or poetry. "These 
people seem to take pride in making 
themselves as unintelligible as possible. 
I don't know what they are trying to 
get across, I doubt if they do them-
selves." 
He believes that Canada has many 
promising young writers and poets at 
the moment, but would have many 
more "if they would only go it on 
their own and not foil ow the other's 
trends." 
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FILTER TIP 
CIGARETTES 
York Brand Flooring 
BIRCH, BEECH and MAPLE 
ALL GRADES 
25/32 and 33/32 Thickness 
Special prices on shorts 
WHOLESALE 
Phone GR 5-4462 
PRES· TO· LOGS 
clean long burning FUEL 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
York Flooring Mills 
LIMITED 
P.O. Box 100 Phone GR 2-6321 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
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TOWARDS A COMMON GOAL 
We are happy to pay tribute in this advertisement to 
the work of the Atlantic Provinces Economic Council. No 
organization within memory has dedicated itself with 
better purpose to the development of Canada's Maritime 
provinces. O ur company is proud to count itself among 
the Council's membership and to share its high aims of 
greater prosperity and better living for all. We also share 
the belief that these purposes can only be achieved 
through a sound expansion of those industries best suited 
to the Atlantic region and the cultivation of the markets 
it can best serve. We wish APEC everv success in its 
endeavors. 
" 
PRESIDENT 
New Brunswick newsprint for overseas 
markets awaits loading aboard an ocean 
going vessel in the dockside warehouse 
of New Brunswick International Paper 
Company, Port of Dalhousie, N .B. 
Newsprint is the province's largest ex-
port item, all of it produced in the 
Dalhousie mill where more than 1 ,400 
people are permanently employed, the 
largest single industrial payroll in New 
Brunswick. Thus the forests of the 
province, harvested under ideal condi-
tions of management, are transformed in 
weal th shared by the woodsmen, the 
river drivers, the mill workers and long-
shoremen and, through government 
revenues, by all the people of the prov-
ince. And Dalhousie, now accepted as 
an all-winter port, is the gateway to the 
best available markets overseas in 
Britain, Cuba, the eastern seaboard of 
the United States and South America, 
where New Brunswick can compete ef-
fectively with producers located else-
where in the world. 
NEW BRUNSWICK INTERNATIONAL PAPER COMPANY 
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at Tabusintac 
: .; .- . --= 
by H. S. EVERETT, M.D. 
--
, 
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T HE "SEASON OF MISTS and mellow fruitfulness" had come some weeks before; the early mornings 
were crisp and frosty and I realized 
with p1easure that the time had again 
come for me to make my annual trip 
to Jack Wjshart's at Ta bu sin tac for 
wildfowl. The "eel grass" which used 
to grow so abundantly had been 
afflicted with some obscure "virus" and 
died off so that the geese and brant, 
coming south on the Atlantic Flyway, 
no longer rested in Tabusintac Lagoon 
in 1938. However, blacks and other 
ducks, which did not depend on the eel 
grass for food, still were there in large 
numbers. At this time, early Novem-
ber, most of the ducks would be the 
large red-legged Labrador variety and 
wonderful as a table bird. 
After a two-hundred-and-forty-mile 
drive from my home in St. Stephen I 
arrived at Wishart's on a Sunday 
evening where I met with a warm 
welcome from my old friend Jack and 
the welcome news that "blacks" were 
plentiful and he himself was going to 
guide me. We had a fine late supper 
and an hour's "yarning" about other 
trips and then I turned in, even after 
many such trips, still too excited to 
sleep soundly. Four a.m. and a cold 
dark morning came soon, however, and 
I got up, dressed in my warmest 
hunting clothes, put on my oversize hip 
boots with three pairs of heavy wool 
socks and proceeded to get outside of 
one of the famous Wishart breakfasts. 
Then complete with gun, filled shell 
box, flashlight and lunch we "clumped" 
down to the shore and into the motor 
boat, called a "canoe" in this region 
for some unknown reason, and "chug-
ged" away in the cold darkness. 
The sandbar that runs the whole 
fifteen-mile length of the lagoon is 
about three miles off shore and in 
most places, except for channels, the 
water is only three or four feet deep. 
Jack and the other guides know every 
foot of the water and "feel" their way 
along. Day was breaking and birds 
were flying and I was getting impatient 
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to get our decoys out. However, Jack 
assured me it would be much better to 
wait until full daylight so we could see 
just where the ducks were feeding and 
put our decoys out there, as they would 
soon fly back if not fired at. 
So we cruised slowly along about a 
hundred yards from the sandbar until 
we saw a flock of several hundred 
"blacks" feeding around a small point. 
"There's the place for us," said Jack, 
"We'll 'rig' right on that point." He 
turned the boat in toward them and 
the ducks soon rose and flew away 
with much indignant quacking. We 
motored in until the boat grounded and 
then filled the sand box with decoys 
and pulled it in to the bar. We soon 
had a hole dug in the sand bar for the 
box which was placed with its foot at 
the water's edge and sunk to the level 
of the sand, which was smoothed up 
and some seaweed and several decoys 
placed around it. The rest of the decoys 
were put out in the shallow water 
around the foot of the box with a few 
right on shore. A pillow of hay was put 
in the head of the box and I got in and 
lay down with my gun beside me while 
Jack went off shore to see how the 
"rig" looked. It apparently satisfied 
him for with a last "Keep your head 
down" he motored off half a mile and 
anchored ready to pick up or chase 
cripples. 
By this time the sun was just coming 
up with a hint of warmth in it, there 
was a moderate breeze with a nice 
ripple on the water to keep the decoys 
moving. The air was clean and bracing, 
gulls were wheeling in the near distance 
and occasional flocks of ducks could 
be seen passing swiftly up and down 
the lagoon. I had scarcely time to take 
in the beauty of the morning, and Jack 
was barely out of hearing, when the 
fun began. Those blacks, as Jack had 
predicted, started coming back, some 
singles, some doubles and some in 
small flocks and my old Cogswell 
and Harrison full-choke double-twelve 
started barking out charges of Maxum 
6's at the constant flight of ducks 
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returning to their feeding ground. They 
decoyed beautifully, sailing in with 
wings set, some even lighting among 
the decoys, an uncommon happening 
with blacks. 
There is one particular thing I like 
about shooting on Tabusintac Lagoon; 
you get nearly every bird you bring 
down; there are no reeds for them to 
hide in and one can wade for yards 
and actually see the wounded birds 
swimming under water. And, if some 
come too far away, your guide always 
sees them and chases them with the 
motor boat. A dog is never needed and 
would only be in the way. 
The sun was well up now and the 
air much warmer but still invigorating. 
"Oh, what a beautiful morning", and 
oh, what wonderful shooting! By noon 
I had my limit of twelve big Labrador 
blacks and reluctantly signalled for 
Jack to come get me although there 
was still an hour of shooting left. The 
day was really warm now and I shed 
some of my heavy clothes, helped Jack 
pile the decoys in the box and tow it 
out to the boat. We sailed slowly back 
to Wishart's Point and a delightful 
oyster stew made from the famous 
Tabusintac oysters. And so another 
memorable day was left with me to be 
brought forth again in my imagination 
whenever I felt in the mood for it. One 
of those memories which, costing 
something in money and effort, can be 
relived over and over again and which 
no one can ever take away from you. 
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FOR 
CANADIAN 
A good 40% of Canada's coal is mined here in 
Nova Scotia - and it is now being delivered as 
far west as Ontario at competitive rates. 
In production, quality and price Nova Scotia 
coal is making a significant contribution to 
the industrial development of this great country. 
Where coal can be used, buy Canadian ~ 
and help the coal industry to help Canada. 
\ 
NOVA SCOTIA DEPARTMENT OF MINES 
HON. E. A. MANSON, Minister 
' ,I 
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A.n Article for Remembrance Day Pte. James Legere, left, and Benjamin Mansell 
RIBBONS, MEDALS 
IT IS FORTY YEARS now since the last shot was fired in the First World War. Many thousands still living 
in Canada today will recall that 
memorable day in the vicinity of Mons, 
in Belgium, when the word was passed 
along the line that it was all over. Men 
with graying hair today, or with very 
little hair at all, will remember that 
"last hundred days" from early August, 
1918, to November 11, when the 
enemy, after the drubbing they re-
ceived on the Amiens front, were 
retreating towards the Rhine; how they 
gave us a few spots of real trouble in 
their last stands at the Hindenberg 
Line, at Bourlon Wood, at Valen-
ciennes and at Mons, just where, four 
and a quarter years before, the first 
shots of this war were fired. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
AND OLD SOLDIERS 
by GEORGE C. MACHUM 
We who survived and returned are 
now in the "old soldier" class, but we 
are still youngsters compared to some 
in our midst, who were fighting before 
we were born. The purpose of this 
article is not to honour the men of 
Vimy, Passchendaele, the Somme, 
Amiens or Mons, but to pay tribute to 
those real old soldiers among us whose 
memories go back to the Nile in '84, 
to South Africa and to those other 
battles when the names of Wolseley, 
Buller, Roberts and Kitchener were on 
every tongue. 
On February 28 of this year the 
writer had the privilege of attending 
the annual Paardeberg dinner of the 
Montreal Branch of the South African 
War Veterans' Association. Every year 
around Paardeberg time these "old 
25 
sweats" get together and it is remark-
able to witness their enthusiasm and 
spirit. Their number is dwindling but 
their outlook is undimmed; they have 
something in their undying gaiety and 
good cheer that is a shining example 
to all of us who followed in their foot-
steps on the road to glory. 
For some time now the writer has 
been interested in keeping track of 
Canada's oldest soldiers, that is, the 
men with the most ancient record of 
fighting service. Until January 26, 
1957, the record was held, we believe, 
by Springhill, Nova Scotia. There, for 
many years, resided Benjamin Mansell, 
and there he died on the above date 
when only six months away from his 
ninety-ninth birthday. Born in 1858 in 
England, he joined the 63rd Regiment 
NOVEMBER, 1958 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
How to revive a tired shopper 
as illustrated by Norman Rockwell 
First . . . kick off shoes. 
Second ... sit in comfortable chair with a 
freshly-made cup of Red Rose Tea. 
That's all. Red Rose does the rest. Every 
refreshing sip is loaded with "good tea" flavor. 
Superb and unmistakably . . . different. 
Some time soon, try Red Rose ... avail-
able in both gauze and regular tea bags. 
Pick the package 
-with the lovely 
RED ROSE 
Blended and packaged in the Maritimes by Maritimers. 
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Benjamin Mansell in the 1880's 
at the age of 19, and went to India, 
then on to Afghanistan, where he took 
part in the fighting of 1878-1880 under 
General Roberts, V.C. In the accom-
panying pictures he is shown in his 
uniform during the 1880's, and again 
in 1953 as he shakes hands with a 
young Nova Scotian paratrooper of 
the Royal Canadian Regiment just 
returned from the fighting in Korea, 
Private James Legere. These two 
fighting-men face each other and in 
between their records stretches a span 
of exactly seventy-five years of our 
fighting story, 1878 to 1953-from 
Roberts to Rockingham. 
Now, with Ben Mansell gone, it is 
probable that our oldest fighting-man 
is Sergeant-Major Alfred Hill, D.C.M., 
of Dorval, Quebec. Now ninety-two 
years of age, Alfred Hill joined the 
King's Royal Rifle Corps in 1883 and 
saw his first active service in Egypt in 
1884 with the 3rd Battalion of the 
K.R.R. 's. He fought the Dervishes, led 
by the notorious Osman Digna, in the 
battles of El Teb, Tamaii, and in the 
Relief of Tokar. Fifteen years later he 
was in South Africa with his regiment, 
and was awarded the Distinguished 
Conduct Medal for gallantry at Spion 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
Kop. He took his discharge from the 
British Army in 1913, but re-enlisted 
at Halifax, Nova Scotia, in December, 
1915, when he was made Garrison 
Sergeant-Major, and posted to the 
Royal Canadian Regiment. He served 
until September, 1929, which gave him 
a total of forty-five years service. The 
photographs show him as a member of 
the King's Royal Rifles in his youth 
and as he appeared on parade in 
Montreal on the 31st of May, 1958. 
Besides the D.C.M., he holds the 
Egyptian Medal, the South African 
War Medal with six clasps, the British 
Long Service Medal, the Meritorious 
Service Meda], (British), the M.S.M. 
(Canadian), the Royal Victorian Order 
and the Khedive's Bronze Star. 
Both Ben Mansell and Alfred Hill 
became well-known to many in the 
Maritime Provinces, and will be re-
membered for a long time. 
One of the most famous of Nova 
Scotia's native-born sons, whose name, 
once great, is now somewhat obscured, 
was General Sir William Fenwick 
Williams, G.C.B. He was born at 
Annapolis, Nova Scotia, on December 
4, 1800, the second son of Commissary-
General Thomas Williams, barrack-
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HALIFAX TlUIO DAITMOUTH 
rh~n• 4 • 3 7 1 1 rhon• 4 4 7 s rhone 9 • 2 4 s s 
65 Creighton St Arthur St 11 Comm~rciol St. 
BUILDING SUPPLY SPECIALISTS 
HOMES ALUMINUM 
COTTAGES DOORS 
GARAGES PLYWOOD 
WINDOWS GLASS 
DOORS CABINETS 
CARPETING MILLWORK 
FLOOR TILE ROUGH LUMBER 
WALL TILE FOLDING DOORS 
PLUMBING COMPLETE STAIRS 
ELECTRICAL TOOLS 
FURNACES WATER SYSTEMS 
PAINTS HARDWARE 
ROOFING STORM SASHES 
CEDAR SHAKES SAFETY CHIMNEYS 
ALUMINUM WALL BOARDS 
WINDOWS ATTIC STAIRS 
Everything for the Homemaker 
REQUEST 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
SYDNEY .. NOVA SCOTIA 
When visiting Sydney, Nova Scotia, 
enjoy the comforts and facilities of a 
truly modern and fireproof hotel. It 
is ideally located with the large dining 
room windows overlooking Sydney 
Harbour. There is also an attractive 
Coffee Shop as well as a Banquet-
Convention Hall with seating capacity 
for 500. 
If possible, please make reservations 
in advance and request confirmation. 
J. R. FREESTONE, 
Manager. 
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Opposite the Famed 
PUBLIC GARDENS 
186 ROOMS ALL WITH 
PRIVATE BATH 
SINGLE ROOMS WITH BATH 
$6.50-$7.00-$8.00-$9.00-$10.00 
TWIN BEDS AND BATH 
$12.00-SI4.00-SI6.00 
EUROPEAN PLAN 
COFFEE SHOP OPEN DAILY 
7 :00 A.M. TO MIDNIGHT 
HALIFAX, Nova Scotia 
WATCHMEN'S 
CLOCKS 
by 
MAAG & CO. LTD. 
MONTREAL WE 7 -2307 
Maritime Sales and Service by 
BALDWIN-BECKWITH LTD. 
Halifax, N.S. 5-5432 
R. R. HARRIS LTD. 
Moncton, N.B. EV 4-4337 
MARSHALL-SCHOFIELD LTD. 
Saint John, N.B. OX 3-1169 
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Alfred Hill, D.C.M. 
General Sir William Fenwick Williams, 
K.C.B. 
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master at Halifax. In 1825 he was 
made a second-lieutenant in the Royal 
Artillery. In 1841 his services were 
lent to Turkey, and during the next 
fifteen years he became the strong man 
of Turkey's military forces, culmin-
ating in his brilliant defence of Kars 
in the Crimean War, when he handed 
a severe defeat to the Russian general, 
Maraviev, on September 29, 1855. He 
had by this time been promoted to the 
rank of Lieutenant-General, and had 
been given the title of Pasha. For his 
gallant and distinguished service on 
behalf of both Britain and Turkey he 
was given a baronetcy and made a 
Knight Commander of the Order of 
the Bath; with this he was awarded the 
Grand Cross of the Legion of Honour, 
and the Turkish Medjidie, and was 
handed the freedom of the City of 
London with sword of honour. He 
became Commandant at Woolwich 
and was a member of the British 
Parliament from 1856 to 1859. He was 
NOVEMBER, 1958 
Alfred Hill, D .C.M. , seated, foreground 
Commander-in-Chief of the forces in 
Canada from 1859 to 1865, and 
Governor of Nova Scotia until 1870. 
Then he was made Governor of Gib-
raltar until 1876. He died in London 
on the 26th of July, 1883. Nova Scotia 
can be truly proud of the brilliant 
record of this hero from Annapolis. 
No discussion of the contribution 
of the Maritime Provinces to the 
fighting history of the Empire would 
be complete without reference to 
William Hall, V. C., the negro from 
Horton's Landing, Nova Scotia, who 
won the Victoria Cross in the Indian 
Mutiny in 1857. However, his story 
was given in full in the Atlantic 
Advocate of November, 1957, and will 
not be told again here. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
It has been said "Old Soldiers Never 
Die". Certainly their stories live for 
ever; so much is owed to those who 
stood toe to toe with the enemy on 
battle-fronts all over the world. The 
present and future generations should 
be reminded from time to time that 
their freedom and their way of life 
were bought with blood and suffering, 
and everyone should know the record 
of these men who gave us what we have 
today. As Robert Service says in his 
poem "The Revelation", just after the 
First World War: 
They walk with the stride of a new-born 
pride, 
A new-found joy in their eyes, 
Scornful men who have diced with death 
Under the naked skies. 
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KEEP 
COSTLY 
EQUIPMENT 
BUSY 
••• by installing 
TELEPHONES 
in your vehicles! 
with an 
NBT MOBILE 
Telephone System 
Cut unnecessary mileage, save on 
operating costs, get the most from 
your manpower and equipment. 
NBT MOBILE TELEPHONE SERVICE -
like all Telephone Company services -
requires no capital investment, no extra 
charges for maintenance or replacements. 
We keep all equipment at top operating 
efficiency. You pay only a flat monthly 
rate. 
If we can help you with Mobile 
Telephone Service, give us a call at 
our nearest Business Office. There is 
no obligation, of course. 
Th NEW BRUNSWICK 
TELEPHONE COMPANY 
LIMITED 
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Nearest thing to an irresistible force 
This is a Caterpillar D9 Tractor with bulldozer -
35 tons of steel and ingenuity. Loggers will tell 
you it's the nearest thing to an irresistible force in 
the woods. And in this rugged British Columbia 
country, it has to be. 
Here the D9 is at work constructing a logging 
haul road. It must slug its way through mud, push 
over trees, turn aside boulders, gouge stumps from 
the ground. Yet despite this tough going, the D9 
is building 200 feet of road an hour. 
This is the kind of performance that makes 
today's big-volume hauling possible-and that will 
enable Canada to meet even bigger demands for 
its forest products in the years ahead. 
A. PICKARD MACHINERY LTD. 
CHARLOTTETOWN, PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
Logging is just one application of the big 
yellow machines. Across a growing Canada they 
take many shapes-giant earthmovers for high-
way construction, pipelayers and pumping en-
gines, tractors for large-scale farming. And always 
they are dependable partners in progress. 
CATERPILLAR 
Caterpillar and Cat are Registered Trademarks of Caterpillar Tractor Co. 
TRACTORS & EQUIPMENT LTD. 
FREDERICTON, NEW BRUNSWICK 
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The Faith 
That 
Moved 
A Church 
by GEORGE KENT 
IN PECKHAM in the southeast end of London there was in 19 51 a church no one wanted. An incen-
diary bomb had gone through the 
roof. Thieves had stripped it of floor-
boards and pews and copper trim-
mings. Its former congregation was 
going to other churches. 
The church authorities had decided 
to tear down and sell the site, for the 
land on which it stood was valuable. 
And then came the Little Man. 
He was the Reverend Vivian Symons, 
five feet three inches tall. He said he 
wanted the church and he would tear 
it down. The rafters and stone and 
bricks and tile were precisely what he 
needed for the new church he was 
planning to build in Biggin Hill, 17 
miles away. The wardens asked him 
how he would do the job and he 
replied, "I'll do it myself." "Alone?" 
they queried incredulously. "Alone," 
he said and then he added a little wist-
fully, "I'm hoping people will come 
along to give me a hand." 
The church people thought he was 
crazy, but he was such an earnest 
young man- he was 38 years old and 
looked 25- that they decided to give 
him a chance. They told him the Church 
o.f All Saints was his for the moving. 
This is to report that he did it. 
Except for the very occasional help 
from a few student volunteers, an old 
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carpenter and an insurance salesman, 
he kept his word and he did it himself. 
When he was finished, all that re-
mained was a hollow in the earth 
which had been the crypt beneath All 
Saints. 
What makes the achievement extra-
ordinary is that it was such a big 
church: 90 feet high, 130 feet long, 43 
feet wide; close to a half million cubic 
feet of brick and stone and timber. If 
you could somehow have put the 
whole thing on a scale it would have 
weighed at least 10,000 tons. He moved 
it all, from paving blocks to bell and 
weathercock. 
It took him four years. He travelled 
30,000 miles carrying 125,000 bricks, 
400 tons of stone, 50 tons of lumber, 
70,000 tiles, two and a half tons of 
lead, and a huge amount of rubble to 
be used for the foundation. The two 
ancient trucks he started out with 
literally died of exhaustion. He wore 
out 10 pairs of shoes, 30 pairs of gloves. 
He weighed 142 pounds when he 
started, now he was down to 112. 
Once a passionate hunter, he had given 
it up- along with other sports-even 
selling his precious guns, putting the 
money he received for them in the 
building fund. He had been an obscure 
young priest, newly ordained; now 
thanks to his feat he was admired all 
over England. 
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Instead of resting from his labours, 
he began at once- and still alone-to 
build the new church. And he built it. 
Late this year, seven years after he 
started, the church which he so 
ardently believed in will be consecrated. 
He has given his people a beautiful 
church, at practically no cost. And he 
has done it entirely by his own will and 
energy. 
It is an amazing story- the more so 
because while the work was going on, 
he did not neglect his duties. He had 
presided several times a week at 
morning communion, at evensong; he 
had visited the sick, baptized children, 
officiated at marriages and funerals, 
preached a sermon on Sundays; and 
dodged over to the R.A.F. station at 
Biggin Hill, where he doubled as 
chaplain. 
Appearing in London on a television 
programme the other day, he was asked 
if he was in truth alone on the job. 
"No," he replied, "a good worker was 
always by my side- the Master." 
Vivian Symons was born in 1913 in 
the West of England, in Cornwal1, in a 
fishing village of 20 houses. Fjnishing 
grade school, he went to work for an 
uncle, a lawyer who had an office five 
miles away. 
"Every morning," he recounted, "I 
would bike five miles and in the evening 
NOVEMBER, 1958 
Government 
Municipal 
Public Utility 
Corporation Securities 
In matters relating to investments or 
the underwriting and distribution of 
securities, the facilities of our organ-
ization are at your disposal. 
EASTERN SECURITIES 
COMPANY 
LIMITED 
Established 1910 
63 Prince William Street 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Charlottetown, P.E.1., Summerside, P.E.I. 
Halifax, N.S. Sydney, N.S. 
Fredericton, N.B. Moncton, N.B. 
A ROYAL WELCOME 
A W~~ITS YOU ... 
At the Royal, where you will cross 
the threshold into an atmosphere of 
friendly welcome and courteous 
service. Your sleeping comfort is 
assured by cool, clean bedding on 
restful mattresses in large airy bed· 
rooms with modern conveniences. 
Our family plan accepts children 
under 14 years of age as guests 
of the hotel, free of room charge, 
when accompanied by parent. 
The Royal Hotel 
KING STREET 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
ride back. It gave me a great deal of 
time to think and I decided I would 
become a minister." But to study for 
the ministry he needed money to go 
to school-and he had none. So he 
joined the army where he felt he would 
be able to save enough to go through 
divinity school. 
Then the war began. He went to 
officers training school, saw service in 
France as a lieutenant and came back 
through Cherbourg with the retiring 
armies as a captain. On the staff of 
General Montgomery he helped plan 
the Normandy invasion. Then he was 
a major and the war was over. He was 
an excellent officer and could have 
gone on with his military career but 
the old yearning still held him. In 1946 
he enrolled at Oxford. He received his 
degree in record time, and within two 
years became fully ordained as a 
minister in the Church of England. 
His first assignment was Notting-
ham where after two years, he was 
offered the parish of Biggin Hill, in the 
county of Kent. This is a name revered 
by the English as the site of an airfield 
that played a heroic role in the Battle 
of Britain. It was still an important 
R.A.F. station. 
It wasn't much of a church-a 50-
year-old corrugated-iron affair that 
even the Bishop referred to as the tin 
tabernacle. Built at a time when the 
community was small, it accommo-
dated only 70 people. Now serving a 
vastly larger population, it was pathet-
ically inadequate. Most of the congre-
gation was obliged to listen to the 
sermon in other buildings or in the 
yard by means of loudspeakers. 
"It was the kind of church," said 
Symons, "you might expect to find in 
the backwoods. The climax came when 
a coffin, a little wider than usual, 
couldn't get through the door." 
"There's only one thing to do," he 
told his wife-"I'll have to build a new 
church." Mrs. Symons smiled-the 
way she might have smiled at her little 
son if he had announced he was going 
to fly to the moon. 
When he told his own church coun-
cil, his superiors in the diocese admired 
his ambition but gave him no en-
couragement. The word most of them 
used in discussing it was the cold and 
final one- impossible.The parish build-
ing fund totalled £2,600 ($7,280). The 
estimated cost of a stone church such 
as he envisaged at the time was £50,000 
($140,000). In the end it came to even 
more: £70,000 ($196,000). 
There were other reasons for being 
doubtful. Symons wasn't very strong 
and he was not a handy man. If his 
wife needed a shelf in the kitchen she 
either put it up herself or called a 
carpenter. His only tools were a few 
garden implements and a wheelbarrow. 
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At first the little minister thought of 
scouring the countryside and digging 
stones out of farmers' fields. Then he 
remembered the bombed and aban-
doned churches of London and he 
began hunting for one which would 
give him the material he needed. At 
last he found All Saints. 
On August 12, 1951, Vivian Symons 
in immaculate black said a short 
prayer and concluded with the words: 
"In the faith of Jesus Christ, be thou 
removed to Biggin Hill." Then he 
doffed his clerical garb, all except the 
collar, put on overalls and went to 
work. The moving of the church had 
begun. 
On his first climb to the belfry he 
was almost overcome with dizziness. 
But in the months to come he found 
himself working high in the air swing-
ing a mattock on a narrow ridge as the 
wind whistled around him and dis-
lodged pigeons fluttered about his 
head. As the roof came apart and 
supports vanished he kept himself 
steady by the grip of his feet only. 
Some of the students who dropped in 
for a few hours work on a Saturday 
afternoon couldn't stand the height 
and several had to be helped down. 
Word of what he was going to do 
got into the newspapers and a woman 
contractor gave him a 1928 half-ton 
truck. A neighbour gave him a pick-
axe and a mattock. A garage mechanic 
donated three wrenches. From the 
R.A.F. he borrowed some old thick 
nylon rope and pulleys. Another con-
tractor gave him a small mountain of 
steel tubing to use for scaffolding. His 
first big job was screwing the pipes 
together, heaving the 20-f oot lengths 
straight into the air and sinking them 
in their sockets. This was relatively 
easy on the ground but high in the air 
with the wind blowing hard against him 
it was frightening. 
He made mistakes but he learned by 
doing and after a while a square spider 
web of pipes and ladders climbed in 
the air and reached the loft and then 
up through the roof. The belfry, 
soaring 40 feet above the roof, was the 
toughest job. A professional wrecker 
would have had three or four men to 
get them in place around the square 
tower. Symons did it alone. The erec-
tion of the scaffolding took him three 
months. 
Recently an old builder looked at a 
photograph of the scaffolding and 
clapped his hand to his forehead and 
exclaimed: "You got it all wrong. It's 
a wonder you weren't killed." 
One of the first things to come down 
was the 700-pound bell. Manufactured 
by the people who had made Big Ben, 
it was perfect of its kind and had 
engraved on it the verse: 
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Ring out the old, 
Ring in the new, 
Ring out the false, 
Ring in the true. 
Symons marked its removal by 
holding services. The choir came from 
Biggin Hill. The Bishop said a few 
words. The bell rang for the last time. 
Before the last person had gone, the 
little minister was climbing the ladders 
to the roof and unbolting the planks 
that held the belfry together. 
Symons loaded roof tiles one by one 
into a container and let them down, 
20 or 30 at a time. Then he climbed 
down a series of ladders, unloaded the 
container and climbed up again. Except 
on Saturdays when usually he had 
someone about to help, he did this 40 
or 50 times a dav. 
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When the tiles were all moved, he 
found long boards in perfect condition, 
and prying them loose, lowered them 
by rope. Much more difficult were the 
long rafters, solid British Columbia 
pine, 26 feet long, some weighing half 
a ton. The bolts, eight feet long, were 
carefully withdrawn and laid aside for 
later use. 
Then he inched the big beams slowly, 
painfully along to where he had built 
a slide against the scaffolding. Some-
times the nails caught on the way down 
and he had to shinny down the iron 
pipes and release them. To get the 
timbers on the truck, he dug into the 
earth in front of the church so that the 
floor of the vehicle was level with the 
floor of the church; and then by means 
of rollers he shoved them on board. 
They stuck out behind and made the 
truck sway and several times motor-
cycle policemen chased him and would 
have arrested him for dangerous 
driving but for the clerical collar. 
Men and women of the neighbour-
hood would stand around and watch 
him work. They commented freely and 
he remembers one saying to him, 
"What a job! Gor, you'll never get it 
done!" But the spectacle of one small 
man battling against the vast inert mass 
of stone and brick and timber, not for 
himself but for an idea, stirred every-
one- and contributions of money and 
materials kept coming in. 
The young pastor solicited the aid 
of Sir Giles Gilbert Scott, the architect 
who had designed the new House of 
Commons and Liverpool Cathedral. 
Sir Giles had heard about the project, 
and suggested that his son and partner, 
Richard Scott, should design the new 
church. Symons accepted with a prayer 
of gratitude. 
Businessmen gave winches and 
cranes and cement mixers, and when 
the old truck collapsed, someone else 
gave a new one. Later, when Symons 
was doing the church windows and the 
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gold cross, chalice and alms plate, a 
small flood of silver and gold washed 
into Biggin Hill-everything from 
teething rings to old eyeglass frames. 
But what he needed most-people to 
lend a hand with the daily physical 
labour-he had very little. 
Three years passed, and finally All 
Saints was no more. All that composed 
it was now safely in Biggin Hill, 17 
miles away. Symons took a holiday-
for two days! And then this little man, 
who had never built anything in his 
life, began the painstaking task of 
fitting together the bits and pieces of 
the dream his faith had inspired. 
He laid rubble on the earth, packed 
it hard with a roller, and had a road 
into the new site which could support 
a heavy vehicle. The place was over-
grown with trees and brambles. The 
trees he carefully dug up and moved, 
the thorn and other bushes he burned. 
Following the architect's plans he 
dug trenches for the outside walls, 
poured into them about two feet of 
concrete, and when it dried began 
rearing the walls, 18 feet high. He knew 
nothing about laying brick. A mason 
who knew worked with him a few days 
and after that the little minister carried 
on alone. Women of the parish and 
members of a boy scout troop helped 
him by cleaning the mortar off the old 
bricks. Betweenwhiles he rethreaded 
the old bolts, helped recarve the stone 
window frames. And when the day's 
labour was done, he sat, evening after 
evening, fashioning the gold cross that 
will rise back of the altar, the chalice 
and the paten; and etching the 57 
panes of pink plate glass which will 
become the 15 windows of his church. 
The making of these ornaments is a 
story in itself. Symons taught himself 
the arts of the gold and silversmith and 
so well that the things he has made are 
unusually beautiful. 
As to the etching, this too was with-
out precedent. The architect, Sir Giles, 
is convinced the windows, some ten 
feet across, will become world famous. 
Based on the pictures from the 15th 
century Poor Man's Bible, the designs 
include most of the well-known epi-
sodes of the New Testament. 
He tried at first working on the 
glass with steel tools, then switched 
to tools with diamond points. It was 
slow work until one day in a dentist's 
chair the idea came to him. He asked 
himself: why not harness his gravers 
to a dentist's drill? Someone gave him 
a drill, and it sped his work greatly. 
Today one of the most beautiful 
parish churches in England is near 
completion. It is an amazing story, this 
one of an undaunted man who did not 
understand the word impossible. Has 
any one man's faith ever moved 
greater mountains? 
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ATLANTIC CHIPPERS SAY: 
po tat 
a kids 
by A LDEN A. NOWLAN 
T HIS YEAR residents of these Atlantic Provinces will eat the equivalent of more than 68 
million five-cent packages of potato 
chips. And whether it's junior ex-
changing a nickel for a three-quarter-
ounce package of the tasty potato 
tidbits to munch at the Saturday 
matinee or mother adding a ten-ounce 
box of chips to her grocery order, the 
product usually originated in one of 
the Maritimes' own chip plants, 
located in six towns in New Brunswick, 
Prince Edward Island and Nova Scotia. 
What's the explanation for the 
constantly increasing popularity of 
potato chips? 
First of all, the kids love them! 
A food preference survey conducted 
by the American Hobby Federation 
showed that American youngsters now 
consider potato chips their favourite 
vegetable- and while no formal poll 
has been undertaken in the Atlantic 
Provinces it's obvious that our kids 
agree wholeheartedly with their Amer-
ican cousins that where vegetables are 
concerned, you can't beat chips. 
Secondly, parents like chips as a 
treat for youngsters, especially when 
travelling, because they're clean and 
easy to handle- unlike some other 
treats that result in grimy hands and 
faces, soiled clothing and stained 
upholstery. 
And, thirdly, grown-ups themselves 
are eating more and more chips. 
Potato chips are the only packaged 
vegetable that comes ready-to-eat 
without the necessity of any kind of 
preparation. Just snap open a box and 
you have a tasty addition to family 
meals or party menus. The time-saving 
qualities of chips aren't lost on Mari-
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time housewives, as is proven by in-
creasing demand for larger packages, 
such as the ten-ounce box selling for 
fifty cents. 
Canadian chip manufacturers pre-
dict that within five years the average 
annual per capita consumption of 
chips will double-hitting the four 
pound mark, or the equivalent of about 
85 five-cent packages. 
Evidence that people are eating 
more potato chips than ever before is 
provided by R. M. Scott, Vice-Presi-
dent and General Manager of Marven's 
Limited, New Brunswick's oldest po-
tato chip manufacturing company. Mr. 
Scott says: "As far as recent trends 
are concerned in the potato chip field 
we feel that there has been an increased 
demand, in some areas at least, for 
larger units." But chips are still a 
favourite treat for the kids. And Mr. 
Scott adds that "here in the Maritimes 
there is still a very considerable 
demand for a five-cent bag." 
Marven's Limited have been pro-
ducing potato chips since 1948. Twenty-
two people are employed in the chip 
manufacturing end of their business 
which also turns out a complete range 
of biscuits and pound and fruit cakes. 
The company has thirty-five salesmen 
throughout the Maritimes and Quebec 
and they, together with the staffs of 
five warehouses, are all concerned to 
some degree with potato chips. 
The first potato chips were cooked 
at Saratoga Springs, New York, in 
1853. One tradition has it that the 
whole thing was an accident. An Indian 
cook called "Aunt Kate", who worked 
at a hotel called the Moon Lake 
House, accidentally dropped a thin 
potato slice into a kettle of boiling fat. 
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When it came out it was the first 
crisp, crunchy potato chip. 
The chips caught on with the people 
who ate Aunt Kate's cooking and 
word of the new discovery spread so 
fast that by 1887 chips were popular 
enough to warrant a recipe in a 
publication called The White House 
Cook Book. 
The 1887 recipe went like this: 
"Peel good-sized potatoes and slice 
them as evenly as possible. Drop them 
into ice water. Put a few at a time into 
a towel and shake to dry the moisture 
out of them. Drop them into a kettle 
of boiling lard. Stir occasionally and 
when light brown take them out with 
a skimmer and they will be crisp and 
not greasy. Sprinkle salt over them 
while hot." 
The manufacture of potato chips 
has come a long way since then. Today 
in the six Maritime plants it's an 
almost completely mechanized opera-
tion. Under conditions clean enough to 
warm the heart of the most fastidious 
housewife, potatoes are washed, peeled 
and sliced, then fried into chips in vats 
of specially blended vegetable oils at 
temperatures of about 375 degrees 
Fahrenheit. 
Typical of Maritime potato chip 
plant operations is that of Glendale 
Foods, Limited, Canning, Nova Scotia. 
This plant was founded a little more 
than a year ago and claims to operate 
the largest popcorn plant in the 
Atlantic Provinces, in addition to its 
chip factory. A spokesman for the firm 
says that an experienced cooker from 
a leading chip manufacturing plant in 
the United States has been in charge 
of the company's operation to oversee 
that the cooking of the chips receives 
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the care and attention required to 
make it a top quality product. 
Glendale Foods, Limited, makes 
"Tom Thumb" potato chips. The 
company employs between twenty-six 
and thirty people. The company says 
that the potato chip industry is 
responsible for assisting the potato 
industry in the Atlantic Provinces, "for 
many thousands of bushels of potatoes 
are purchased annually for chips and 
these potatoes normally would not 
possibly have a market." 
Before they're sealed into packages 
or boxes for shipment to market, 
potato chips have to be just the right 
colour and crispness. That means that 
the potatoes used have to be of good 
chipping quality. The chipper can't 
take the everyday run of table potatoes, 
no matter how well suited they are for 
inclusion on the family dinner table, 
and turn them into good chips. Potato 
chips that are light in colour and 
pleasant to taste can be produced only 
from potatoes that are high in solid 
content and low in reducing sugars 
and moisture. One big problem that 
chippers and potato growers have to 
solve is that the varieties grown and 
the subsequent transportation and 
storage of table stock normally produce 
potatoes that won't chip. Potatoes 
stored for even short periods at 
temperatures below 45 degrees Fahren-
heit, which is the temperature at which 
tubers slated for table use are usually 
stored, make dark-coloured chips with 
a burnt taste. A spokesman for the 
Canadian Potato Chip Association said 
recently that "this and other problems 
can only be solved by progressively 
greater co-operation between the 
grower and the chipper with the aim of 
establishing strict and clearly defined 
cultivation and storage methods suit-
able for the production of chipping 
potatoes." 
The importance of the Maritime 
Provinces to the Canadian chip in-
dustry was recognized recently when 
a New Brunswicker-Fred Hatfield of 
Hartland-was elected first president 
of the newly organized Canadian 
Potato Chip Association. Mr. Hatfield 
heads the second chip-processing com-
pany established in New Brunswick. 
The Hartland firm was organized in 
1937 and started making potato chips 
in 1950. There were ten Canadian chip 
plants at that time. In its first year of 
chip manufacturing, Hatfield Indus-
tries, Limited, used 5,000 barrels of 
potatoes and employed a staff of 
twenty. Expansion since that time has 
brought the plant's consumption of 
potatoes up to as high as 25,000 
barrels in twelve months and the com-
pany now employs forty-five persons. 
In addition to chips, they process pop-
corn, potato starch and potato flour. 
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You can tell with one bite 
they're cooked just right-
golden brown and cracklin' crisp. 
Cracklin' 
Crisp 
HATFIELD'S 
Cracklin' Crisp Potato Chips 
in bags and economical 
family-and-party size boxes 
HATFIELD'S 
Cracklin' Crisp Potato Sticks 
in bags ·or generous size tub 
HATFIELD'S 
Cracklin' Crisp Krinkl.e Chips 
in bags or box 
chips and sticks 
that are crack/in' crisp.' 
H AT F J. ELD I N DUST RIES, LTD. Hartland New Brunswick 
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Fred Hatfield, who finds time for his 
duties as head of Canadian potato 
chippers in a crowded schedule that 
includes service as a Hartland alder-
man, school board member, scout-
master and member of the board of 
directors of the Hartland Board of 
Trade, will tell you that potato chips 
aren't just something for kids to 
munch at the movies. They're a 
vitally important part of the agricul-
tural economy of the Maritime Prov-
inces. The potato chip industry, in 
fact, is fast becoming one of the largest 
single users of our potato crop. 
Besides being a tasty treat by them-
selves, potato chips can be used to add 
an imaginative note to an incredible 
variety of recipes. The following is just 
one such recipe, created in the testing 
kitchens of the Potato Chip Institute 
of the U.S.A. Others can be obtained 
by writing to almost any Maritime 
Provinces chip plant. 
EGG AND 
POTATO CHIP PANCAKE 
2 eggs beaten, with 
2 tablespoons milk, add 
1 tablespoon chopped onion and 
1 cup potato chips. 
Mix gently and drop by tablespoons 
on a well-buttered griddle. Brown 
lightly and turn gently, brown on the 
other side and serve with commercial 
sour cream or on buttered rye toast 
rather like a "western sandwich". Or 
prepare the egg and potato chip mix-
ture omitting the onion, fry quickly 
like small pancakes and dust with 
cinnamon and sugar or serve with blue-
berry jam like little Swedish pancakes. 
This makes twelve three-inch pan-
cakes. 
An important fact that pretty well 
applies to all Maritime chip plants is 
expressed by L. E. Smith, manager of 
Acadia Foods, Limited, Centreville, 
Nova Scotia, the company that turns 
out Scottie's potato chips, who says: 
"Our potatoes, except for a very few 
during July, are all grown within a ten-
mile radius of the plant and are grown 
under contract with the farmer." 
Acadia Foods, Limited, started 
manufacturing potato chips in 1954, 
makes no other products, and now 
employs fifty-five people. 
Not all Maritime chip companies 
use chiefly potatoes grown within ten 
miles of their plants. But they definitely 
do patronize local growers whenever 
practical. 
This applies to all six Maritime chip 
plants, whether they are located in 
New Brunswick's potato-growing em-
pire, like Stadex-Pirie, Limited, of 
Grand Falls, New Brunswick or in the 
heart of the "garden of the gulf" like 
Atlantic Potato Chips, Limited, Souris, 
Prince Edward Island. 
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The Stadex-Pirie enterprise is the 
third in the trio of New Brunswick 
chip plants and has a potato starch 
processing affiliate. Atlantic Potato 
Chips, Limited, concentrating on chip 
production exclusively, has a capacity 
of 20,000 pounds of chips a day. The 
plant, with its up-to-date equipment, 
is moving this autumn from Souris to 
Charlottetown, to provide faster service 
for its Island customers. 
According to the Dominion Bureau 
of Statistics there were 22,000,000 
pounds of potato chips manufactured 
in Canada last year. This production 
had an estimated retail value of 
$20 million. The industry processed 
approximately 95 million pounds of 
Canadian potatoes. It takes a hundred 
pounds of potatoes to make twenty-
two pounds of chips. 
In any man's language that's big 
business, and the market is growing 
as chippers promote new methods of 
using their product and boost new 
chip-type products like "krinkle chips" 
and potato sticks and even chips 
specially flavoured with things like 
cheese and garlic. The fancy-flavoured 
chips haven't yet been introduced in 
any of the Maritime plants but Mari-
time chippers do promote new ideas 
for housewives who want to dress up 
chips for party menus and other 
occasions. 
One such idea is "dips for chips". 
A "dip", as its name implies, is a 
spread that you dip your chip into 
before eating it. Dips are made in 
flavours to please just about every 
palate and, when coupled with Mari-
time-made chips, offer a real taste 
treat. 
A typical "dip" recipe provided by 
Hatfield Industries, Limited, Hartland, 
goes like this : 
CONFETTI DIP FOR CHIPS 
3 eggs, beaten 
3 tablespoons sugar 
3 tablespoons vinegar 
1 teaspoon butter 
! lb. cream cheese 
Few drops Tabasco sauce 
1 small onion, chopped 
1 sweet red pepper, chopped 
1 green pepper, chopped 
Seasoning to taste 
Combine beaten eggs, sugar, vinegar. 
Cook over hot water, stirring con-
stantly until mixture thickens. Add 
butter. Add cream cheese. Beat until 
smooth. Add sauce and finely chopped 
onion and pepper. 
., 
But one thing is certain. Whether 
you dip your chips or eat them the 
old-fashioned way you'll be consuming 
a product that represents a major cog 
in the agricultural economy of the 
Maritime Provinces. 
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A HOUSEHOLD BUY-WORD 
FOR OVER 20 YEARS 
POTATO CHIPS 
Always ask for Marven's Potato Chips -
your best assurance of crackling crispness 
and true potato ''goodness.'' A product of 
the Atlantic provinces. 
CAPITAL BRAND FOOD PRODUCTS 
PROCESSED IN A MOST MODERN FARMER-OWNED PROCESSING PLANT 
CAPITAL BRAND BUTTER 
CAPITAL BRAND ICE CREAM 
CAPITAL BRAND COTTAGE CHEESE 
CAPITAL BRAND FROZEN FOODS 
CAPITAL BRAND EGGS 
CAPITAL BRAND POULTRY 
CAPITAL BRAND APPLE AND STRAWBERRY JAM 
CAPITAL BRAND STRAWBERRY JAM 
CAPITAL BRAND APPLE JELLY 
One of the Maritimes most modern food processing plants; 
working in the interest of the producer and consuming public. 
Manufacturing, grading, and packing "CAPITAL BRAND" 
products. 
CAPITAL CO-OPERATIVE LIMITED 
BARKER STREET FREDERICTON, N.B. 
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D R. JAMES HASSON is a famous and controversial figure in the medical life of London. He is a 
Frenchman who devoted much of his 
early life to research into a variety of 
subjects, including the causes and 
treatment of leprosy. 
He came to London in the twenties. 
He was a pale, thin-lipped, spectacled 
young ascetic with a passion for con-
versation and a sense of humour. At 
once he attracted attention by the 
forceful vigour of his views, his fearless 
criticism of many of the current 
medical practices, and the dramatic 
outcome of some of his more chron-
icled cures. 
For instance, there was the case of the 
royal equerry. He was to be seen 
nightly at the dinners and dances 
which were then the vogue, in attend-
ance on the royal prince he served. 
He would generally be wearing the 
blue tailed-coat with brass buttons 
which is the distinguishing dress of the 
male members of the Royal Household. 
His shining well-laundered collars 
were always high, in the fashion of an 
earlier age; but it was noticed that they 
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Potatoes are no 
They 
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by Michael Wardell 
Dr. James Hasson is a famous 
French physician who practices 
in England. He was appointed 
by General de Gaulle Con-
sultant to the Free French 
Forces 1940-1945. 
tended to get higher. Then he ceased 
to be seen in society. In private he 
might still be spotted with a scarf 
wrapped around his neck, hurrying 
from one Harley Street specialist to 
another. He was endeavouring to find 
a cure for an embarrassing complaint. 
It was a strange wart-like growth on 
the back of his neck, which was rap-
idly extending. No treatment availed, 
until one day he called on Dr. Hasson. 
"Have you brought the slide?" 
asked the doctor. 
"Slide?" said the equerry. "I don't 
know what you mean." 
"Why, the specimen for microscopic 
examination," the doctor snapped. "I 
suppose the other doctors you visited 
have taken a section of the growth?" 
"No," the patient answered meekly, 
feeling perhaps that he should be a 
trifle apologetic for the British medical 
profession. 
"Just what I might have expected," 
said Dr. Hasson. "Now," as he snipped 
off a minute particle, "we will send 
that down to our laboratory. Tell me, 
have you ever been in Africa?" 
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Equerry: "Why, yes." 
Dr. Hasson: "Have you ever shot 
elephants?" 
Equerry: (bridling with pleasure, for 
he loved to tell us of his hunting 
prowess) "Yes, indeed." 
Dr. Hasson: (taking down a tome 
from his bookshelf and displaying a 
coloured plate which depicted a fear-
ful looking fungus) "The specimen, I 
predict, will look just like that." 
The laboratory assistant returned 
with the slide. Dr. Hasson placed it in 
the microscope. "Look at it yourself. 
See? It is as I said. You can only get 
it from an elephant. You must go at 
once to the nursing home which I 
shall direct. You must undergo the 
treatment that I shall give you. In 
seventeen days you will be cured." 
Seventeen days later, to a day, the 
blemish fell from the neck of our 
friend, and he walked from the nursing 
home testifying to Dr. Hasson. 
As the years rolled on, the fame of 
the doctor grew, as did the roll of his 
patients, and with them his bank roll. 
His appointment book was filled with 
the names of the rich and the famous, 
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a wide variety ranging from Lord 
Beaverbrook to Tallulah Bankhead. 
Lord Dawson of Penn, England's 
leading physician of the day, selected 
him to treat his daughter. Statesmen 
and stockbrokers could be seen in his 
waiting room. In short, Dr. Hasson 
was a success. 
He was always inclined to make his 
diagnosis more dramatic by an exact 
forecast of the course of the complaint 
and the precise date of the cure, as in 
the case of the equerry. Even Lord 
Beaverbrook, least ingenuous of men, 
whose critical faculties are fully de-
veloped, was impressed by his almost 
uncanny prophecies, and said, "On 
almost every occasion I visited him he 
would te11 me the day when my misery 
would leave me. He was a]ways right." 
He performed a miracle for me in 
his early days, and through all the 
years I kept in touch with him. I 
rarely visited him professionally, being 
blessed with the best of health; but 
I watched his progress to fame and 
fortune with interest, and enjoyed his 
forthright philosophy. 
On women, for example. "Beautiful 
and rich women with a temporary dis-
figurement will rush to me. They cannot 
believe that a simple diet and a good 
scrubbing with soap and water is the 
best treatment for their skin. They are 
insulted by any such suggestion. Give 
them some difficult and complicated 
regimens and they may do the simple 
things, too," he would say with a smile, 
"and be cured." 
There was a day when the latest 
new-fangled diet was exported to 
London from the U.S.A. I was then 
the chairman of I.,ord Beaverbrook's 
Evening Standard. We were offered 
exclusive rights to it. Would we use it? 
I telephoned Hasson. 
"It's rubbish," he said. 
"Then I won't use it," I answered. 
"Not at all. You should pubJish it," 
was the paradoxical reply. "It can do 
no harm, and will, in fact, do good. 
People are so foolish that they cannot 
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stop overeating unless they put them-
selves on a diet. 
"Man's digestive processes can do 
the dieting for him, if allowed to. They 
need the work. What would happen 
if you tied up your leg and hopped on 
a crutch for a year? When you un-
bound it, you would not be able to 
walk on it. The same with your 
stomach. Do you know you have 
thirty feet of intestine? It has work 
to do in dividing the digestible from 
the indigestible. Let it work. Your 
appetite will tell you what to eat. But 
don't eat too much. That's the only 
thing that matters. 
''There was an experiment not long 
ago. Children were medically exam-
ined, then put in a pen with every 
conceivable thing to eat. They were 
told they could have anything they 
liked, but warned not to make pigs of 
themselves. Of course, some did, but 
they soon recovered their appetites. 
Everything eaten by every child was 
recorded. It was found that each child 
selected the food best suited to remedy 
its individual deficiencies. That just 
goes to show that nature, if allowed 
to, will look after us. You should not 
readily think that you can improve 
on it." 
T_,ast summer I was in London with 
the four Atlantic Provinces premiers, 
who were there to open the Atlantic 
Provinces office and to enjoy Lord 
Beaverbrook's famous dinner to cele-
brate that event. 
I was feeling ill, and suffering in a 
number of ways, and I sought solace 
of my old friend Dr. Hasson, now a 
distinguished veteran of Harley Street, 
an art coJlector of note, as well as an 
author of several rather recondite 
books. 
It was years since we had met. 
He examined me with painstaking 
care. Then came the verdict. 
"You are luckier than you deserve 
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to be. You have the heart and physique 
of a man twenty years younger. But 
you are in a dangerous age. You are 
twenty-five pounds overweight. You 
must lose a pound and a half a week, 
not more, not less." 
"But how?" I asked. "I don't eat 
much and you know how temperate 
I am in my drinking habits." 
"You eat twice as much as you 
should," Hasson replied. "I can tell 
it by your weight. Cut down to one 
meal a day. Eat what you like, but 
little. Cut out all alcohol.'' 
"But that is pretty steep for a man 
as healthy as you say I am," I re-
monstrated. 
"If you don't do as I say, you will 
probably have a heart attack and die. 
That is what is happening to men of 
your age every day, every night. You 
can drink some white wine if you want 
to. No spirits. Do you know that a 
normal drink of whisky puts on as 
much weight as a plateful of steak? 
"Cut out fried food and fat food. 
Drink as much milk as you like. Eat 
lean meat, plenty of fruit, plenty of 
potatoes." 
"Potatoes ?" I asked in surprise. 
Dr. Hasson beamed. "As many as 
you like," he said. "But bake them in 
the skins or boil them. And you can 
even put a little butter on them." 
"Why don't you write me an article 
and say that?" I asked. "I live in New 
Brunswick, a great potato country, 
and never a day passes but I hear how 
potatoes make people fat." 
"Nonsense," replied Hasson. "Po-
tatoes are concentrated nourishment 
and they have other virtues, too. 
Certainly I will write the article for 
you. People should know the truth." 
This, then, is the explanatory pre-
f ace to the article which follows. 
And, as a footnote, I can say that I 
have followed the Hasson regimen 
since returning to Canada and in 
seventeen weeks I have lost twenty-five 
pounds, exactly, to a pound, the 
amount of his prophecy. 
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PEOPLE USED TO PITY the Irish who were so poor that they had to live on potatoes. The next time 
you see a bunch of "new Canadians", 
listen to the brogue of the ginger-
headed six-footer with shoulders on 
him like a prize-fighter and fists like 
hams. Not Californian peach-fed hams 
these, but Irish potato-fed. It was not 
only economics that made the Irish 
eat potatoes-it was also sound com-
mon sense. The mother of that man 
you watched lift a sack of cement as 
if it were a bag off eathers knew what 
was best for him when he was a boy-
and gave him potatoes, lots of them. 
That woman did not need a doctor 
to tell her that potatoes were good for 
her boy, because some long-inherited 
primitive instinct provided the know-
ledge. What does your dog do if its 
stomach is upset? It eats grass which 
will make it sick. Nobody ever taught 
it to do this-it just knows what is the 
right thing to do. I am a Harley Street 
specialist, and the majority of the 
people whom I treat have, unfortun-
ately, had their primitive common 
sense and their best anima] jnstincts 
bred out of them by generations of 
over-rich living. They come to me with 
a variety of ailments-rheumatism, 
lumbago, the so-called displaced disc, 
skin disorders such as acne of the 
young, rosacea and generalized ec-
zema. They expect, sometimes even 
demand, complicated and expensive 
treatments, and I can see the doubt in 
their eyes when I te11 them that a 
simple diet of potatoes will put them 
right. But, when I insist, they follow 
the regimen I lay down for them, and 
are surprised at its success. What is the 
regimen? A potato diet! Boiled pota-
toes or potatoes baked in their skins 
with butter, black pepper, salt and a 
few drops of lemon juice. Why the 
lemon juice? Because it provides the 
extra vitamin C which is necessary in 
all diets. 
Why potatoes? Ask a chef what he 
does if, in error, he over-salts a dish. 
He will tell you that he drops in a 
few boiled potatoes because they 
absorb the excess salt. But what has 
excess salt in food got to do wjth the 
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(See Profile of Hasson on the previous page ) 
functions of your body? Potatoes have 
the same quality in your stomach as 
they have in the over-salted sauce-
they absorb acidity. And one of the 
greatest dangers of continued indul-
gence in rich foods and alcohol is that 
the acids in your body, and particularly 
uric acid, become too plentiful for 
your organs to eliminate. These acids 
are the equjvalent to the excess salt in 
the sauce, and a potato diet will rid 
your body of them and add years to 
your life. This removal process is 
called anti-intoxication. 
"But I'll get fat if I eat too many 
potatoes." 
Bosh! Let me tell you what happens 
to the food you eat. Ideally, if you 
have a properly balanced diet, every 
bit of good is extracted from your food 
and is used to restore the energy you 
have spent since the last meal. It is 
when the stomach has completed this 
task that it feels empty, and grumb-
lingly demands more fodder to work 
upon. But if you stuff yourself with 
rich food and drink too much alcohol 
you are placing a heavy burden on 
your digestive processes. Your in-
testines, your kidneys and your Jiver 
protest because they can't cope, and 
you have a feeling of fullness, indiges-
tion and even spots before the eyes. 
Your unlucky organs do the best they 
can to separate the good from the bad, 
but their efficiency is impaired and the 
damaging acids, such as uric acid, pass 
into your system. From the fat content 
of your food your body takes only as 
much as it needs and stores the rest, 
usually somewhere around your mid-
riff. There is no fat in the potato diet 
except that supplied by the small 
amount of butter, but your body needs 
a reasonable amount of fat. So, when 
you are on a potato diet, the body will 
have to draw upon its reserves. The 
result is a decrease in your girth. As 
for the uric acid, that is absorbed by 
the potatoes and passes out of your 
system. But the diet, to be really 
effective, must be continuous and 
systematic for two or three days every 
week. 
A person between forty and sixty-
tive should, in my opinion, avoid 
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spirits, wines and rich foods for three 
to four months every year while he 
follows the potato diet. But, even if 
you only follow the weekly two or three 
days of potato diet (always baked or 
boiled potatoes, mind you, not fried), 
you will be lengthening your Jife. 
How often have you heard this 
conversation, even joined in it? 
44Funny about Joe~ dying like that 
within a few years of retiring. He'd 
worked like a slave for years to get a 
decent pension and enough to retire 
upon, then, bang! He's gone." 
HY es, sad, sad! But a lot of guys 
seem to go that way. Must be because 
they have no work to do, and no 
hobbies. I'm going to get myself a 
hobby when I retire." 
No, get one before you retire; get 
one now. And make your hobby the 
potato diet. It was not because Joe 
had no hobby that he died so quickly 
after retiring. He'd been stuffing him-
self with good food and drinking far 
too much liquor for years. He'd been 
slowly poisoning his system, but while 
he was working his energy absorbed 
much of the surplus calories and helped 
to get rid of the acids. When he took 
to doing practically nothing he lost 
neither his appetite nor his thirst, but 
his organs could not cope any longer. 
They gave up the unequal struggle and 
Joe gave up the ghost. 
But had Joe eaten a balanced diet, 
(which would not have stopped him 
from occasionally having the little bit 
of rich something he fancied), had he 
gone on a potato diet, he would have 
lived to enjoy his years of retirement. 
Are you going to enjoy yours? Then 
you'd better start the potato diet right 
away. 
Propaganda? Of course this is propa-
ganda. Propaganda, not to increase the 
consumption of potatoes but to increase 
the length of your life. Try it! 
A greedy man never just dies. He 
kills himself, he commits suicide. Old 
age is brought on, hastened along by 
corrosion of the organs through wrong 
and injudicious eating and drinking. 
Now this potato diet. . . What? 
You're sick to death of the word 
'potato'? Are you sick of life, too? 
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O NE OF THE GREAT pleasures of travelling a broad-so every-one assures me-is the wining 
and dining which you can enjoy: the 
chance to sample exotic food, the 
thrill of discovering native drinks, the 
best of which (so the story goes) 
cannot be exported because travel 
causes them to lose their bloom, or 
their body, or their soul or whatnot. 
But head-waiters always spoil it for 
me. They creep up on me and scare 
me out of a year's growth. I have never 
yet been able to look one straight in 
the eye. Premiers and Prime Ministers 
I can take in my stride. Even Ambas-
sadors fail to curl my hair. At an 
official luncheon I manage to burble a 
few inanities through my soup, and 
drop what I hope is a bright remark 
over the lobster Milanese (or whatever 
it is) on the half shell. But in the 
presence of a head-waiter all my re-
pressed inferiorities ccme boiling to 
the surf ace to cover me with confusion. 
Every time one of those supercilious 
tyrants fixes me with a fish-like eye in 
a public dining room my palms become 
damp, speech fails me, and I begin to 
blush. 
I'm no more sensitive than the fellow 
next door. I do not believe that people 
whisper behind my back (except to 
say, "Do you know who that is? 
That's Horwood- the fellow who 
writes those brilliant articles in the 
papers!'') 
But head-waiters are an exception. 
I'm quite sure that the moment I leave 
the table the head-waiter murmurs to 
the assistant head-waiter, "Did you 
just see what that person in the queer-
looking tie did to his pate en casserole?" 
Here he pauses to snicker in a nasty 
sort of way. "He ate it with his spoon!" 
I may mention here my conviction 
that the useless array of silverware 
laid out on hotel tables is deliberately 
designed to make monkeys out of the 
guests, who are sure to butter their 
bread with the pie knife, and eat salad 
with the pickle fork. Things are 
further complicated by the way the 
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CARIBS IN THE SOUP 
gastronomic implements vary from 
place to place. There is less resemb-
lance between English and American 
salad forks than there is between a 
spotted sandpiper and a yellow-
breasted nuthatch. But the southern 
butter knife looks exactly like a small 
version of the European pie knife, 
from which, I have a strong suspicion, 
it evolved. This is enormous fun for 
American head-waiters, who get no 
end of a bang out of watching visiting 
lords handle the pie with their butter 
knives, having previously eaten the 
salad with their dessert for ks. 
At a hotel where I once stayed in 
Barbados there was a head-waiter 
whom I still see in nightmares. He was 
a tall, brown-skinned despot who, I 
feel sure, was descended from a 
cannibal chief-one of the old kings 
of the Caribs, no doubt. He managed 
always to look as though you didn't 
smell quite fresh, and to maintain a 
demeanour somewhere between a 
North African Bey and a Mongolian 
Khan. 
Every time he glanced in my direc-
tion I wilted. And I am sure to this day 
he thinks I was there on some shady 
business connected with the Customs 
or the Opium Trade. A voiding his 
stern and roving eye, I used to swallow 
my embarrassment and plough into 
his outlandish fare (stuffed flying fish 
and things of that order) but I wasn't 
to be Jet off that easily. After each 
course he gently but firmly removed 
from the table the silverware which I 
should have used but hadn't, and 
brought back from the sideboard the 
for ks, spoons and knives which I 
shouldn't have used but had. 
After I had been there a couple of 
days, my education having made no 
apparent progress, I noticed that I 
seemed to be the only person in the 
place wearing a coat or tie. At tables 
on every hand were women in shorts 
and sandals, and men in everything 
except maybe pyjama tops. 
"Here," I said to myself. "This 
won't do! No sense being a prig 
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amidst such informality-they'll think 
you're left over from the pre-war era." 
So next time the meal gong sounded 
I appeared at the door in a rather 
natty sport shirt, with checkers and 
streaks and things, and a suggestion 
of abstract art, that might have been 
entitled "Passion Before Noon", or 
something of the kind. The head-
waiter spotted me at once, and bore 
down like the Last Judgment. 
"Please, please, sir," he pleaded in 
a stage whisper designed to make even 
the honeymooners turn and look, "go 
back and put on a coat." 
"A coat?" I croaked, incredulous, 
'' t? t? " a coa .... a coa .... 
"And a tie, sir," he said with 
hauteur. • 
"But," I stammered, with such show 
of spirit as I could muster, "I've been 
wearing a coat at every meal so far, 
and I seem to be the only person here 
who doesn't show up in a bathing 
suit!" 
"Try to get around that!" I thought. 
I was being pushed too far, I mean to 
say. 
But he never batted an eye. He had 
me where he wanted me and he knew it. 
/ 
"Ah yes," he sniffed, "but this is 
dinner, sir-old English custom, you 
know." 
After that I wore a coat even at 
breakfast, but he appeared completely 
unimpressed. That's how it is with 
head-waiters: they're colder than the 
turtle soup. 
I remember a little place in Tobago 
where the dining was very different 
indeed. I don't recall a thing I ate, nor 
am I haunted with the face of a solitary 
head-waiter. The guests were far too 
engrossing to allow anything else to 
register. 
Tobago, so far as I can judge, is 
about the same size and shape as 
Coney Island. It lies so close to the 
equator that you can only survive 
there by drinking copious quantities of 
rum at all hours of the day and night. 
In fact, I understand it only has 17! 
white residents, and even those aren't 
as white as they used to be. 
During the winter there are a few 
score guests as well-not "tourists" 
exactly, you couldn't quite call them 
tourists, as they certainly don't tour. 
They are such as find their nerves 
jaded by such comparatively hectic 
places as Jamaica, and want really to 
get away from it all. They run to 
rather extreme types, and a lot of my 
time was spent shamelessly eaves-
dropping on their chit-chat. 
There was an English family which 
used to eat at a table next to mine on 
the hotel terrace-man, wife and two 
grown daughters. I had a ringside seat 
at all their meals from an advantageous 
south-west angle that allowed me a 
full view of the proceedings. They 
used to drink wine (but only with the 
meat) and every day faithfulJy went 
through the wine-sampling ritual. This 
is a little ceremony where the butler, 
before pouring the wine around the 
table, approaches the "head of the 
board"-in this case Papa Englishman 
- and dribbles a teaspoonful into his 
glass. The head of the board samples 
it and gives his assent that it's fit to 
drink. Most people merely touch it to 
their lips and nod slightly. Not Papa 
Englishman. He made a great to-do 
about it: 
"Yes!" he would exclaim, nodding 
brightly and looking up at the butler, 
having first taken a long, thoughtful 
taste. "It's a new wine, rather. About 
1952, I imagine. May I remove the 
napkin and look at the label?" 
He knew perfectly we11 it was a 
"new wine, rather" by the price he 
was paying for it. 
I often wondered what would hap-
pen if, instead of nodding and looking 
up brightly, he had spat the wine into 
his plate with an oath and told the 
butler what he could go do with the 
stuff. I waited every dinnertime for 
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something like this to happen, but it 
never did. Apparently the other mem-
bers of the family had implicit faith in 
his judgment that the wine wasn't 
poisoned, for they always drank it in 
two or three long gulps, spaced through 
the meat, as though getting it down 
were an unpleasant chore to be 
finished with all the dispatch that 
decency would allow. 
family's adventure down the primrose 
path together would have come to an 
abrupt halt. 
The butler's reactions were strictly 
nil. Those fellows never react to any-
thing. If they discovered a coiled 
rattlesnake in the gravy boat they'd 
say something like, "Pardon, sir; slight 
error, sir," and carry it off on a silver 
tray. 
Some of the guests looked for all the 
'Norld like stage versions of retired 
colonial officers. Indeed, they were 
retired colonial officers. One old major 
played his part perfectly, right down 
to his spats. He wore the largest 
moustache since Louis Napoleon, a 
positive monstrosity which protruded 
at least two inches above his lip, then 
curved over like an Atlantic roller to 
droop into his tea. It gave him the 
hopeless expression of a Thurber 
hound, and watching him eat was a 
continual adventure. 
Just once when the coffee-coloured 
icicle of a butler was hovering over 
Papa Englishman I thought I detected 
a microscopic lifting of an eyebrow 
which might have indicated a desire 
for a rejoinder. Think what would 
happen if, after the nonsense about 
"1952, I imagine," the butler shot 
back, "Not at all, sir! 1896, sir!" The 
Between the major and the wine-
drinking fa1nily, my soup sometimes 
went the wrong way, and once or 
twice a waiter had to come to my 
rescue with a drink of ice-water. But 
I'm perfectly sure that none of the 
Tobagoans ever guessed for a moment 
that they could make anyone choke 
over his food. 
THE DANCING DEVIL 
I met a devil in the fog, 
A dancing devil in the fog, 
A horned, hoofed devil in the fog. 
I said to him, "What do you do 
Lingering here the long night through 
And dancing, dancing ? 
Said he to me, "And what do you 
Watching the stars the long night through 
And just romancing?" 
He danced, he danced. The moon on high 
Looked down with disapproving eye; 
The old stars paled; the young stars drew 
Round naked limbs frail robes of dew. 
The devil laughed. "Ha, ha!" he said, 
"I'll dance when moon and stars are dead." 
I cried, "Oh, devil in the fog, 
Oh, dancing devil in the fog, 
Oh, laughing devil in the fog, 
I pray you tell me what you do 
Frolicking here the whole night through, 
Just dancing, dancing?" 
The devil shot me half a glance, 
Nor paused a moment in his dance, 
"I was too frolicsome in hell, 
So they upon me laid a spell, 
And this it is- I must forever 
Dance that the angels weary never; 
I must through countless ages sport, 
Jester of an eternal court!" 
'·Alas, poor devil, are not you 
Weary with dancing the years through? 
Fast flew his hoofs. "Oh, no," said he 
"I may not even weary be, 
Like the poor mockery of a devil 
I may not play with good and evil, 
And even you, demure and good, 
A close-shut bud of womanhood, 
I may not lure with shining glance, 
This is my curse- to only dance!" 
C. STUART THOMPSON 
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A Newfoundlander's Pilgrimage of Remembrance 
by FREDERICK G. MATTHEWS, J~P. ~~ 
+ 
The illustration shows the monument to members of the 
Royal Newfoundland Regiment who were killed on July l, 
1916, at Beaumont-Hamel on the Somme, in France. 
"0' blest retirement! Friend to life's decline, 
How blest is he who crowns, in shades like these! 
A youth of labour with an age of easel'' 
A PHRASE OF THIS KIND became a reality to me in July 1958 when an attendant carried my 
travelling gear into the lounge of the 
"Big Dipper" at Gander Airport, New-
foundland. "The Crossroads of the 
World", the Ganderites call it, and 
rightly so. 
There came the line-up of holiday 
passengers with their chatter, awaiting 
instructions to emplane on the giant 
B.O.A.C. airliner. Presently I went up 
the gangway into the maw of the 
flying monster. 
Now, at sunset, soon to take off on 
its regular schedule to London, it 
throbbed with energy from its four 
engines. We sat within its aluminum 
walls, ready to soar skyward into the 
darkness and into new adventures. 
I am now comfortably installed in 
my seat and I curl my body into a 
posture for a nap. Only here and there 
do I see some sleeping ones ; and some 
unsleeping ones, too, speaking in 
hushed voices--conjecturing, no doubt, 
on what the dawn would bring. 
I cannot sleep! Dawn! What will it 
bring? 
In retrospect, I am ruminating now 
on an Atlantic surf ace crossing in the 
dead of winter over two-score years 
ago. 
It is war time, and I am on board 
the troopship Sicilian en route from 
Saint John, New Brunswick, to Liver-
pool in England. The eleven-thousand-
ton ship is zigzagging through this vast 
ocean to avoid enemy warheads wait-
ing in the bowels of U-boats lurking 
around our convoy. 
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I did not sleep much then during 
that uneasy passage. Ahead of us were 
many dawns before we would reach 
our training centre in the United 
Kingdom and the battlefields of France 
and Belgium. The agonies of war were 
unfolding for members of the Royal 
Newfoundland Regiment, at Beau-
mont-Hamel, Guedecourt, Monchy-le-
Preux, Cambrai, Vimy Ridge, and 
Passchendaele. The blood bath on the 
Somme was five months away. Dawn 
was in the offing for the last time for 
many Newfoundlanders and Cana-
dians, too, on that troopship and others 
in the convoy. 
* * * But tonight, as I meditate, in this 
massive airliner flying from Gander to 
Prestwick, en route to London, dawn 
is sure to bring me safely into Scotland 
and set me down at Prestwick at 
seven o'clock of a Scottish morning. 
Daylight is near. My mind is not 
tormented with pictures of sinking 
troopships or enemy submarines. I am 
happier about this at the moment, as 
I laze at ease in an airliner that pene-
trates the gloom at more than 300 
miles per hour. Many times I had 
discussed an airplane journey over 
this unrolling sea that stretches away 
to north-east. Scores of times I had 
formed various impressions of its 
comforts, its safety, and its dangers. 
My ideas of air travel in those far days 
of the nineteen twenties were conceived 
out of the heroic pioneering adventures 
of Alcock and Brown, Nungesser and 
Coli, Hawker and Grieve, and others 
who failed to bring their craft across 
this broad and wild expanse of the 
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Atlantic. They went missing for eter-
nity in their bold and brave attempt to 
bequeath to us the comforts and safety 
which the passengers and crew enjoy 
tonight in this British airliner. Piloting 
airplanes across the ocean in those 
far-off days was as hazardous a flight 
into the unknown as circulating rockets 
through space is today in this era of 
sputniks. 
Dawn is breaking. We are approach-
ing Ireland. High dark peaks arise out 
of the skimpy clouds. My thoughts are 
now preoccupied with other things. 
This is an actual experience of my very 
own on my first west to east flight from 
Canada to Europe. Driving along 
without fear, all sense of speed and 
vibration lacking, it's an odd sensa-
tion this; and I have no uneasiness as 
to the outcome. I have an extravagant 
elation . . . something like one would 
feel when travelling on the Newfound-
land "Bullet". 
Day has come and we are now 
approaching the south-east coast of 
IreJand. The mist begins to thin out 
and we can see the rivers flowing 
sluggishly through the valleys under-
neath us. Entire villages appear in a 
kaleidoscopic view. We fly over sea 
again-this must be the Irish Sea. 
Now above us is the azure sky with a 
rising sun. A glorious day seems to be 
welcoming us. Scotland is ahead and 
my native Newfoundland a memory 
astern. 
Comes now the voice of authority 
... the dulcet accents of Miss Blanche 
Jackman, English air hostess. "Put on 
your safety belts and please do not 
smoke." And we are prepared to do 
our duty. 
I peer earthward from my window 
and I can see the Old World coming up 
to meet our aerial behemoth from the 
New World. Down we go, spiralling for 
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a level landing. It seems to me that 
time has ceased. But the. drama quickly 
ends. We touch tarmac at Prestwick 
and then the great plane perches upon 
it like a majestic swan. Pilot Officer 
C. Lace bids us good-bye as we pre-
pare to depart down the aisle. 
I am again earth-bound. Once more, 
after forty-two years, I am in the 
gloamings of Auld Scotia. From the 
gangway of this luxurious airliner, we 
passengers make our landing. As I am 
one of them, I am aware of a New-
foundland sea chanty, popular in the 
days before we became Canadians. 
O' times are hard and the grub is poor, 
Leave her, "New.fie", leave her. 
I'll take my bag and go ashore, 
It's time for me to leave her. 
Passport and luggage checking takes 
place and incidentally the realization 
comes to me rather suddenly that my 
inoculation certificate issued four years 
ago, when on a sea voyage to Man-
chester, may now be obsolete. I am 
not aware whether a Scotsman will be 
smart enough to look at the exact date. 
The thought of this when in the airport 
gives me the jitters. I may be quaran-
tined. But confined to barracks in 
Bonnie Scotland, for me, at least, 
would merely amount to another case 
where history is repeated. 
In 1916, when I came to these parts 
for the first time, Salisbury Plain, 
Fort George, Stobs Camp, Edinburgh 
Castle, and Aldershot, were already 
indelibly inscribed on the escutcheon 
of the Royal Newfoundland Regiment. 
This was when Lord Kitchener made 
his famous pronouncement that the 
"Newfoundland soldiers are just the 
men I want to serve in the incom-
parable 29th Division for duty in the 
Dardanelles!" 
But Ayr racecourse barracks, Car-
noustie depot, Winchester and other 
camping grounds of the regiment had 
provided for us the background and the 
finale for our Scotch and English 
odyssey before we crossed the English 
Channel for the Western Front. 
Well! This is over forty years after. 
I will now make a start at Ayr-by-the-
Sea, near Prestwick, and follow the 
"Trail of the Caribou" ... the trail of 
the Royal Newfoundland Regiment 
which heavy brass in the British Army 
designated as "better than the best", 
the trail that wended from Pleasant-
ville camp in Newfoundland to combat 
areas in Egypt, Gallipoli, Suvla Bay, 
France and Flanders. But for me, it 
will end in France and Belgium, and it 
will include England and Scotland, as 
befitting a sentimental journey in my 
years of "life's decline". 
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by MARY BARKER 
''T h HERE ARE CIRCUMSTANCES t at may justify a man, even in the 
opinion of the world, in refusing 
a challenge, but this was not a case of 
that description; and had I refused 
to go out with him, I feel confident 
that I should have been condemned 
by every member of society and 
disgraced." 
These words were written by George 
Frederick Street, one of the active 
participants in the last New Brunswick 
duel which resulted in the death of a 
combatant. They express not only his 
innermost convictions but also reflect 
the sentiment of the times a century 
ago and more, when duelling with 
sword or pistol was almost a command 
to clear an insolent affront. 
The famous Street-Wetmore duel, 
in which George Ludlow Wetmore was 
killed, took place on Octo her 2, 1821. 
Maryland Hill, about four miles from 
Fredericton, was the site chosen for 
the encounter. 
The subsequent notoriety which 
ensued from the tragic fatality rocked 
not only provincial social and legal 
circles but spread to eastern Canada 
and the United States. The explosion 
of excitement, consternation and pro-
test it aroused was fired by the 
prominence of the two men involved 
in the affray. Both were leading lawyers 
of their day with large, flourishing 
practices. Widely-known and well-
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liked, they were, as well, respected 
family men with proud and disting-
uished names. 
George Frederick Street was born 
at Burton, Sunbury County on July 21, 
1787. He was the son of Samuel Denny 
Street, one of the most colourful 
figures of his day. S. Denny Street had 
been a Lieutenant in the Royal 
Fencible Americans and was in the 
service of the Government at Fort 
Howe, Saint John, when the Loyalists 
arrived. Upon the organization of the 
Supreme Court of New Brunswick in 
1785 he was admitted to the Bar and 
moved to Burton, buying a large tract 
of land which he named Elysian Fields. 
Later, because of the demands of his 
large law practice, he removed to 
Fredericton. A celebrated wit, with a 
sharp mind and tongue, he was one of 
the last gentlemen of the old school in 
his manner and dress. His short, 
stocky figure attired in a bright blue 
coat adorned with brass buttons, full-
skirted flaps over the pockets, knee 
breeches and gaiters, buff-coloured 
waistcoat and white tie of unusually 
large proportion, was a familiar sight 
in the streets of the Fredericton of 
1800. George F. Street spent some 
time studying law in his father's office. 
In 1808 he went to London to further 
and complete his studies and became 
an attorney of His Majesty's Court of 
King's Bench. In 1818 he married 
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George Frederick Street 
George Ludlow Wetmore 
John Francis Wentworth Winslow 
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Frances Maria Stratton, daughter of 
Major Stratton, Royal Engineers, and 
returned to New Brunswick to practise 
law, where his associates at the Bar 
were Samuel Denny Street, Thomas 
Wetmore and George Ludlow Wet-
more. 
George Ludlow Wetmore came 
from a prominent family of lawyers, 
who had served in the legal profession 
with distinction. His grandfather, 
Timothy Wetmore, came to New 
Brunswick from Rye, New York. 
Having been one of the early graduates 
of King's College, New York, he 
became an attorney in this province in 
1788 and set up his law chambers in 
Saint John, later opening a second 
office at Fredericton in partnership 
with his son, Thomas. Thomas Wet-
more was the father of George Ludlow 
Wetmore and, at the time of the duel, 
was the Attorney-General of New 
Brunswick. As a lawyer and advocate, 
he stood high in his profession and has 
been described as a man eminently 
distinguished for his talents, bene-
volence and hospitality, and whose 
hand was always open to the poor. His 
beautiful home, "Kingswood", was 
situated opposite the upper roadway 
leading to what is now known as the 
Golf Club Road in Fredericton. 
George L. Wetmore was born in Gage-
town, December 26, 1795. He married 
Harriett Rainsf ord, daughter of An-
drew Rainsf ord, a Captain in the 104th 
Regiment, on December 26, 1816. He 
studied law with his father and became 
an attorney, then was appointed Clerk 
of the House of Assembly and Clerk 
of the Peace for Queens County. He 
practised law with ability and success 
and was only twenty-six years of age 
at the time of his death. 
The duel emanated from a contro-
versy over the trial of a case in assessing 
damages on a writ of inquiry against 
the Sheriff, for false arrest and im-
prisonment. The case was heard before 
the Coroner of York, William Taylor. 
Mr. George Wetmore appeared for the 
plaintiff, Jacob Smith. Mr. Street was 
Counsel for the Sheriff. 
On Saturday, September 29, at the 
close of the day's hearing of the trial, 
the two lawyers met outside the court 
room, where a heated argument over 
the manner in which the briefs were 
presented quickly developed into a 
quarrel involving professional ethics. 
Hot, angry words were by each 
directed against the other's integrity 
and were climaxed by Street strildng 
Wetmore, according to one story, 
though Street claimed he only raised 
his hand. 
The following morning at 11 o'clock, 
John Francis Wentworth Winslow,* 
*Grandfather of J. J. Fraser Winslow, 
Q.C. of Fredericton, N.B. 
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acting for Wetmore, called upon 
Street at his home and presented him 
with a formal challenge to a duel. 
Wetmore requested that Street meet 
him next Tuesday fortnight at Robbins-
town, Maine. Street replied that if 
Mr. Wetmore was determined to exact 
satisfaction in this manner, he would 
accept the challenge, providing the 
encounter took place immediately, but 
not otherwise. He suggested the next 
morning. He also took exception to 
Maine as a meeting place. Winslow 
then proposed the Block House, on the 
Oromocto, for the following Tuesday 
morning. Street further objected to the 
site on the grounds that it was too far 
out of the way to obtain assistance 
should it be necessary. Finally, it was 
agreed that Street should ask a friend 
to act as his second and send him to 
meet Winslow at 3 o'clock that same 
afternoon. Between them they would 
determine the time and place of the 
duel. Something was then said about 
pistols. As Mr. Street did not own any 
firearms, he left it to Mr. Wetmore, as 
the challenger, to provide the weapons 
and said he would be satisfied with any 
arrangement that was fair and honour-
able. Mr. Winslow, before leaving, 
expressed great concern that the 
quarrel should be brought to such an 
issue, alleging that he had exerted his 
influence with Wetmore not to proceed 
with the business, but in vain. 
Lieutenant Richard Davis of the 
74th Regiment, stationed at that time 
in Fredericton, readily agreed to act 
as Street's second and upon consulta-
tion with Winslow it was arranged 
that the meeting should take place on 
Tuesday morning at Maryland, just 
four miles from town. Wetmore had 
in his possession the brace of pistols 
Glennie and Coffin* had fought with 
and it was proposed that they be 
used. 
On Monday, the day before the duel, 
Mr. Winslow made one last attempt 
to get the matter settled amicably and 
was finally authorized by Wetmore to 
propose that Street explain fully his 
"observations" at the time of the 
quarrel. As he believed Street to have 
been the instigator of it, he wanted a 
public apology. If this was done, then 
Wetmore would retract everything he 
had said afterwards and withdraw his 
challenge. This message was commun-
icated to Lieutenant Davis, who im-
mediately saw Street on the subject. 
George Street had never fought a 
duel in his life nor had he ever owned 
or had in his possession firearms of 
any kind. Furthermore, both he and 
* Sometime previous to 1800, Major John 
Coffin, one of the members for King's County, 
and Capt. James Glennie, a member for 
Sunbury County, fought a duel in which 
Glennie was wounded. 
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Wetmore were married men \Vith wives 
and young children to be considered. 
Probably these facts were uppermost 
in the minds of both men, but each 
felt, nevertheless, that his professional 
integrity had been challenged and must 
be defended from imputation, at any 
cost. Honour must be vindicated. 
Street refused to retract. The duel 
was on. 
A second incident occurred late that 
evening when Davis received a note 
from Winslow requesting him to pro-
vide a pair of pistols, as he understood 
from Wetmore that only one of his 
would be fit for use, the other being 
damaged. It was by then so late that 
Davis did not have time to procure 
another set. However~ he borrowed a 
small pair from a friend, not wishing 
to go without any the next morning, 
but on examination of Wetmore's guns 
by Winslow and Davis it was found 
that although one was a little more 
stiff in the cocking than the other 
there was no difference in the trigger 
pull. It was therefore agreed to use 
Wetmore's pistols as originally plan-
ned, for they were the approved type 
in use for such an occasion. 
While all these arrangements were 
being made, not one person in the 
town, excluding the four men involved, 
was aware that such an encounter was 
even being contemplated. They told 
no one. 
Street and Davis rode to Maryland 
at an early hour the next morning. It 
was just beginning to show light and 
the early morning air was chilled by 
autumn. After waiting about on the 
road for between twenty and thirty 
minutes, Wetmore and Winslow ap-
peared. They all tethered their horses 
in the bushes, then went into the woods 
to find a clearing of ground suitable 
for the purpose. The spot chosen was 
to the rear of the Segee farm but 
entirely out of sight from the house. 
Fifteen paces were measured off by 
the seconds, then Wetmore took his 
stand where Winslow stood. Street 
took his where Davis stood. 
Nothing was said. 
The seconds retired and drew lots 
for the choice of pistols. The advantage 
fell to Davis who chose what was con-
sidered to be the best pistol, that is, 
the one that had not the stiffness in the 
cocking. 
Davis then ordered the duellists to 
keep their pistols down at their sides 
until the signal for firing was given, 
when they would raise one arm and 
fire as quickly as possible without aim 
or cessation. They were handed their 
pistols on the full cock. 
"Fire!" 
Both shots missed their mark and a 
conversation took place between the 
seconds to stop further proceedings. 
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This attempt came to nothing. The 
pistols were re-loaded by the seconds. 
Winslow thought that as Street had 
had the benefit of the choice of pistols 
in the first fire, he, by right, should 
have the choice for his friend in the 
second fire. Consequently, Wetmore 
received the pistol regarded as the best, 
which had been re-loaded by Davis. 
Street received Wetmore's first gun, 
re-loaded by Winslow. 
When the seconds returned to the 
ground, Winslow had a minute's 
private conversation with Wetmore. 
He told him that he and Davis had 
discussed the advisability of stopping 
the duel. But Wetmore still persisted, 
saying he would have one more shot. 
This was the shot that proved fatal 
to Mr. Wetmore. Street's bullet struck 
his pistol arm, glanced and entered the 
temple. He fell to the ground. The 
three men rushed to him, found him 
to be still alive but unconscious. Street, 
almost out of his mind with distraction, 
knelt beside him, raised him in his 
arms and held him while Winslow ran 
to the farmhouse for assistance and 
despatched a boy to go on horseback 
to the town to bring a surgeon. (He 
later returned with Dr. Woodforde, a 
local physician and Dr. Grant of the 
74th Regiment, a surgeon, who pro-
nounced Wetmore dead). Street and 
Davis remained with the unconscious 
man until they heard people approach-
ing from the farm, then they dashed 
into the woods and were mounting 
their horses when Winslow joined them 
and the three galloped away from the 
fatal spot. No cry was raised behind 
them and once on the road no one paid 
them special attention. 
The excitement in the community 
was unparalleled after it became known 
that Mr. Wetmore had been killed. 
The "hue and cry" was raised, as 
appears in an issue of the Royal 
Gazette, dated October 9, 1821. It is 
as follows: 
WHEREAS, One George Ludlow 
Wetmore, of Fredericton, in the 
County of York, and Province of New 
Brunswick, Esquire, was murdered 
yesterday morning by one George 
Frederick Street, of Fredericton, afore-
said, Esquire, and 
WHEREAS, One Richard Davis, of 
Fredericton, aforesaid, Lieutenant in 
His Majesty's 74th Regiment of Foot, 
and one John Francis Wentworth 
Winslow, of Kingsclear, in the County 
aforesaid, farmer, were aiding and 
abetting in the said murder, and 
WHEREAS, They, the said George 
Frederick Street, Richard Davis and 
John Francis Wentworth Winslow, 
have since absconded and disappeared, 
"hue and cry" is therefore levied and 
raised against them, the said George 
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Frederick Street, Richard Davis and 
John Francis Wentworth Winslow, 
and all His Majesty's peace officers and 
loyal subjects, as well within the parish 
and county as elsewhere, are hereby 
called upon and requested to make 
fresh pursuit and "hue and cry" after 
them, the said George Frederick Street, 
Richard Davis and John Francis 
Wentworth Winslow, from town to 
town, and county to county, as well by 
horsemen as footmen; and if they, or 
either of them, shall be found, forth-
with to carry him or them before some 
one of His Majesty's justices of the 
peace within the county wherein he or 
they shall be taken, to be dealt with 
according to the law. And a reward of 
thirty pounds (£30) is hereby offered 
to any person who will apprehend and 
secure them, the said George Frederick 
Street, Richard Davis and John Francis 
Wentworth Winslow, or ten pounds 
(£10) for either of them in manner 
aforesaid. 
Dated at Fredericton, in the County 
of York, this third day of October, in 
the year of our Lord, 1821. 
WILLIAM TAYLOR, 
Coroner 
Great indignation was aroused 
among the friends of the accused at the 
raising of the "hue and cry". They felt 
it already assumed the guilt of the men 
involved, without trial, without any 
opportunity of defence. The "hue and 
cry" was torn down. Friends of the 
Wetmore family clamoured to see 
Street and Davis brought to justice. 
Protests raged on all sides and tempers 
flared as the search began and con-
tinued for the fugitives. 
But they were never caught, as they 
escaped across the border and into the 
United States before they could be 
apprehended. 
The three men had fled from the 
place of the duel out Maryland Hill, 
following the old road to St. Andrews 
through Tweedside and Lawrence, then 
cut across Tower Hill Road to St. 
Andrews where they crossed over the 
St. Croix River to Robbinstown in the 
State of Maine. This route took them 
through the least inhabited area. They 
remained in Robbinstown for several 
months, then returned and surrendered 
themselves to the authorities. 
The trial of Street, Davis and 
Winslow was held in Fredericton, 
beginning on Thursday, February 21, 
1822. At the same time Sammy Denny 
Street and Dr. Coloquin Grant were 
indicted for tearing down the "hue and 
cry" for the accused. The Honourable 
Mr. Chief Justice John Saunders 
presided. The Solicitor-General Wil-
liam Botsford was the prosecutor and 
the prisoners were defended by Ward 
Chipman, Jr., (later Chief Justice) and 
Henry Bliss (son of Chief Justice 
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Jonathan Bliss). The jury was com-
posed of: Mark Needham, foreman, 
George West, Jacob Allen, William 
Dibblee, George Morehouse, Fre-
derick Morehouse, John Bedell, Jr., 
John Manson, George Garden, John 
Davidson, Charles Duff and Allen 
McLean. 
The fallowing is the remarkable 
charge of the Judge to the jury: 
"Gentlemen of the Jury-
"Bef ore you take this case into 
consideration, I must request you to 
dismiss prejudice by any attention to 
stories told out of doors, to which you 
cannot give any weight; but you will 
be guided by the evidence, and care-
fully weigh that evidence. 
"In the present case, the gentlemen 
at the bar stand indicted for the murder 
of George Ludlow Wetmore. The 
event of the party's death is made to 
appear by the doctors and others on 
the ground; that being established, it 
requires attention to see whether the 
prisoners are the perpetrators of this 
homicide. The evidence is but pre-
sumptive at best, and it should be con-
sidered in all such cases with attention, 
and, no doubt, in the present instance 
particularly. 
"Murder is where a person in sound 
mind, and with malice aforethought, 
deliberately kills his victim. The 
prisoners are charged with this crime. 
Malice of two kinds are implied by 
law- express, where the minds are 
expressed by outward sense, such as 
lying in wait, etc.; and in this case 
murder by duelling, when it can be 
proved that the parties had gone to 
revenge themselves, it charges them 
indeed with express malice, but must 
be made out expressly. 
"But does this malice apply to the 
prisoners? It appears from Mr. Taylor 
(the Coroner) that some high words 
passed between the deceased and Mr. 
Street at the Court House on Saturday. 
It appears it was about a writ, and the 
parties proceeded to high words. 
Expressions were made use of by Mr. 
Wetmore, treating the whole trans-
action in a rash manner. Mr. Miller 
(the Sheriff) heard high words between 
the parties, but being at the door did 
not hear the commencement of the 
affair, and, on the interference of the 
Attorney-General, they went on as 
usual, and they appeared to bear no 
malice. He says he saw the deceased as 
late as Monday night at 12 o'clock in 
good spirits, and had not the least idea 
of such a circumstance taking place. 
Thus it appears, gentlemen, that the 
parties, from this testimony, at least 
the deceased had submitted to the in-
junction of his father, and in his mind 
had no malice or desire to quarrel. 
" To bring it home to the prisoners, 
Mr. Segee was called. Mr. Miller and 
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For genuine economy ... from 
the standpoint of both construction 
and maintenance costs .• . 
nothing compares with brick and 
masonry products. 
Shaw brick, tile, pipe, concrete 
block and pre-cast concrete 
and thermocrete units are 
adaptable for buildings of any 
• type or size. 
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Mr. Taylor knew nothing subsequent. 
Mr. Segee got up at his usual hour, 
and shortly after heard two pistols in 
quick succession; he could distinguish 
a difference in the report; about six or 
seven minutes after he heard two more; 
and soon after went to the place where 
the firing was heard and found the 
deceased with two wounds, one in the 
arm and one near the right temple; he 
was alive but insensible; he (Mr. 
Segee) did not know the parties; on his 
way back to the house, saw two 
persons passing, and thought them to 
be the prisoners. But this will not 
answer; you must have positive proofs; 
his testimony, as far as it is material, 
goes little further, and his son's is 
much the same; they did not know the 
prisoners; one was examined before 
the Coroner, and was cross-examined ; 
could not decide on anything, because 
he would not swear; he only thought 
so and spoke contradictory. No atten-
tion should be paid to that on so high 
a crime as this. 
"Young Segee saw a pair of pistols; 
it appears that the parties stood about 
fifteen paces apart; and by the doctors, 
that the two wounds were by the same 
ball, and were given when the deceased 
was in the act of firing, and the ball 
received a different direction from the 
arm. There is no question about the 
homicide; but it cannot be brought 
home to the prisoners; it is all pre-
sumptive proof, and that of the 
slightest kind. Nor did it appear by the 
evidence that there was any such as is 
contemplated in law; the authorities 
read by the counsel is good law; and 
you must, in all cases, have direct 
evidence of the fact to take a person's 
life. You will find it to be all circum-
stantial, and that it does not prove 
them to be the persons committing the 
. 
crime. 
"Should there be any doubt in cases 
of this kind, you should acquit the 
prisoners; but in this case it is not in 
any shape legally brought home. They 
stand charged by the indictment; and, 
indeed, I cannot say anything further 
upon the testimony, having explained 
the principal parts as I understood it. 
It was told it was a dark morning. One 
evidence, mentioning the dress of Mr. 
Street, said he had on a blue coat, 
another called it blue or black. It is 
proved by two witnesses (brothers to 
the party) that he never wore a blue 
or black coat. 
"There were several witnesses called 
to their character as gentlemen. Char-
acter is of great weight in all cases, 
particularly when there is but pre-
sumptive evidence; it assists you, 
gentlemen, in circumstances of doubt; 
and there the jury must weigh the case 
with greater doubt and attention on 
the part of the Crown. In all cases of 
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circumstantial evidence, there is great 
room for doubt on the part of the 
prisoner; and where there is doubt, a 
jury should always be on the merciful 
ground, and acquit. 
"Everything is liable to doubt in a 
civil case. Where the story is, however, 
weighed, and the evidence is strong, it 
is considered proper to strike a balance. 
This is not the case in criminal cases; 
there you are not to weigh; the evi-
dence must be positive; and in doubt-
ful cases you must acquit the prisoner. 
Several gentlemen have been called, 
who speak in the most favourable light 
for the prisoners as gentlemen; and 
according to the evidence you are to 
say Guilty or Not Guilty." 
The jury then withdrew from the 
courtroom and, returning in a short 
time, gave the verdict "Not Guilty", 
thus climaxing a case which had 
occupied the thoughts and interest of 
the whole community for so long and 
which had so tragically cut short what 
promised to be a brilliant career for 
George Ludlow Wetmore. 
The Streets and the Wetmores never 
spoke to one another again and 
although Harriett Wetmore lived to be 
94 neither she nor any member of her 
family mentioned the duel, from the 
day it was fought until the day she died. 
Besides his widow, Mr. Wetmore was 
survived by four children: Sarah 
Witter, James Peters and A. Rainsford, 
who grew to manhood to leave his own 
name on the pages of New Brunswick 
history as the Honourable A. Rains-
f ord Wetmore, Puisne Judge of the 
Supreme Court and a Premier of New 
Brunswick for a short time. Another 
daughter, born posthumously, was 
named simply George, after her father. 
His direct descendants living in Fred-
ericton to-day are Mrs. J. J. F. Wins-
low and the Misses Kathleen Holden, 
Margaret Wetmore and Katherine 
Wetmore, his great-granddaughters. 
George Frederick Street went on to 
an illustrious public career. He was 
appointed Advocate-General in 1825; 
to a seat on the Executive Council in 
1833; Solicitor-General in 1835; a 
member of the Legislative Council in 
1839 and a Judge of the Supreme 
Court in 1846. He died at Malta, in his 
68th year. His wife and three children 
predeceased him. 
In his private papers Judge Street 
makes this reference to the unfortunate 
duel: 
"My honour and respectability are 
dearer to me than life, and when I am 
placed in a situation that obliges me 
to sacrifice both the former and risk 
the latter, I cannot for a moment 
hesitate which course to take. Such are 
my sentiments on this subject, and 
such is the principle upon which I 
acted in this unfortunate affair." 
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A Montevideo warehouse ''up to its ears'' in wool. The gentleman 
with the striped tie is the manager of the Royal Bank branch in 
Montevideo, picking up pointers on the wool business. 
What's a banker doing here? 
He's learning about his customer's business at first 
hand. Of course, visits like this won't make him an ex· 
pert grader, but this Royal Bank manager does know a 
lot about the financial operations of the wool business. 
This habit of seeking information first-hand is 
typical of Royal Bank managers everywhere ... one 
reason why the Royal stands so high at home and 
abroad and why it is Canada's largest bank. 
*The Royal Bank has been established in Montevideo since 1919. 
THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA 
ASSETS EXCEED 3~ BILLION DOLLARS 
OVER 900 BRANCHES IN CANADA, THE WEST INDIES, CENTRAL AND 
SOUTH AMERICA. OFFICES IN NEW YORK, LONDON AND PARIS. 
... 
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To ship to Central Canada 
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and the West ... remember 
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Check the advantages of 
Air Freight for your shipments. 
TCA can fly almost anything, 
anywhere - and all TCA flights 
carry Air Freight. 
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The First 
Slander Trial 
.. 
• ID 
New Brunswick 
by 
J. J. Fraser Winslow, Q.C. 
IN THE UNITED STATES the word "traitor" is synonymous with the name "Benedict Arnold". 
Arnold was born in Connecticut in 
1741. He lived in New Haven from 
17 62, engaged in the West Indies trade. 
In the Revolutionary War he became 
a militia captain after the battle of 
Lexington; took part as brigadier-
general in the American attack on 
Quebec; built a flotilla on Lake 
Champlain and defeated a superior 
British force. 
He played a brilliant part in other 
battles, but he was constantly attacked 
by private enemies and his promotions 
were delayed. He seems to have antag-
onized nearly everyone with whom he 
was associated. Early in 1779 the 
Executive Counci1 of Pennsylvania, 
presided over by Joseph Reed, one of 
his most persistent enemies, presented 
to Congress eight charges of mis-
conduct against Arnold, none of which 
was of any great importance. Arnold 
at once demanded an investigation, 
and in March a committee of Congress 
made a report exonerating him; but 
Reed obtained a reconsideration, and 
in April, Congress, although throwing 
out four charges, referred the other 
four to a court martial. Despite 
Arnold's demand for a speedy trial, it 
was December before the Court was 
convened. On January 26, 1780, the 
Court, before which Arnold had ably 
argued his own case, rendered its 
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Illustrations courtesy of the N .B. Museum 
General Arnold, from a life sketch by Du Simitier 
verdict, practically acquitting him of 
all intentional wrong, but, apparently 
in deference to the Pennsylvania 
authorities, directing Washington to 
reprimand him for two very trivial and 
very venial offences. Arnold, who had 
confidently expected absolute acquittal, 
was inflamed with a burning anger that 
even Washington's kindly reprimand, 
couched in what amounted to words 
of praise, could not subdue. 
It was then that Benedict Arnold, 
who was major-general commanding 
in Pennsylvania, began a correspond-
ence with Sir Henry Clinton. He plan-
ned to hand over the West Point fort-
ifications to the British, but Major 
John Andre, a British officer who was 
carrying a letter from Arnold to Sir 
Henry, was captured and hanged as a 
spy. Arnold fled. 
He became a brigadier-general on 
the British side and led an expedition 
into Chesapeake Bay. When the war 
ended, he lived first in England; then 
in New Brunswick, where he took up 
the West Indies trade again for a time; 
finally in England again. He died in 
1801. 
It was in 1781 that General Arnold 
went to England, but he was apparently 
not pleased with his treatment there 
and he decided to move to Saint John, 
New Brunswick. It was in November, 
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1785, that he landed at Halifax. Show-
ing that Arnold carried with him the 
evil reputation that he bore in the 
United States are two letters which in 
part are as follows: 
Halifax, November 22nd, 1785 
Dear Chipman 
... Will you believe General Arnold 
is here from England in a Brig of his 
own, as he says reconnoitering the 
country. He is bound .for your city, 
which he will of course, prefer to 
Halifax, and settle with you. Give you 
joy of your acquisition ... 
Yours 
S. S. Blowers 
Mr. Blowers was then Attorney-
General and later Chief Justice of 
Nova Scotia. The other letter is from 
Lieutenant Hugh Mackay Gordon to 
Edward Winslow: 
Halifax, 20th Novr., 1785 
Gen' l Arnold arrived yesterday, super 
cargo in the Lord Middleton, and I 
understand means to visit your province. 
Mr. Hake and he will be good company. 
ln explanation, Mr. Hake was store-
keeper at Fort Howe and had been 
charged with embezzling provisions. 
Arnold first came to Fredericton 
and lived for some time at Rose Hall 
on what is now known as Waterloo 
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''MADE IN CANADA'' 
Illustrated above is one of the many New Model Dominion Shovels now working in the 
Atlantic Provinces with firms including Canadian National Railways, Modern Con-
struction Limited, Trynor Construction Company Limited, T. C. Gorman (N.S.) Lim-
ited, and many others. 
Dominion Shovels and Cranes are designed in Canada - and made in Canada - to 
meet Canadian conditions. We invite you to try a Dominion on your next job. 
For complete sales, parts, and service facilities, contact 
'11\ussens Canaaa .Cimitea 
CONSTRUCTION, LOGGING AND INDUSTRIAL EQUIPMENT 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
DOMINION SHOVELS AND CRANES ARE MANUFACTURED BY DOMINION ENGINEERING COMPANY LIMITED, MONTREAL 
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Arnold as a colonel about the time of the campaign against Quebec. 
Row and just below what is now Lans-
downe Street. The residence of M. W. 
Black is located on the site of Rose Hall. 
It has taken me a long time to come 
to the story: The First Slander Trial 
in New Brunswick. 
In July 1787, Arnold bought a lot 
in Saint John where he built a ware-
house and stocked it with goods of a 
value of £5,000. He had the stock 
insured for that amount and the 
building for £ 1,000. 
He entered into a partnership with 
Munson Hoyt to carry on the mer-
cantile business. 
On the night of July 11, 1788, the 
building and contents were com-
pletely destroyed by fire, and Hoyt's 
son Henry, who was in the building, 
narrowly escaped with his life. 
Nearly two years after the fire, 
Munson Hoyt, with whom Arnold had 
dissolved partnership, publicly accused 
Arnold of setting fire to his own store. 
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The General promptly brought an 
action of slander against Hoyt, claim-
ing £5,000 damages. 
Ward Chipman represented Arnold, 
and Elias Hardy the defendant. 
The declaration is set out quite fully 
in the Judges of New Brunswick, and 
after making allegations of the plain-
tiff's good character states that the 
plaintiff several years previous to the 
speaking of the slanderous words by 
Hoyt, had been carrying on a mercan-
tile business in Saint John and 
possessed a store in which he had a 
large quantity of valuable goods, 
worth £5,000, and had them insured in 
London for that amount; that in 
July, 1788 the store and goods were 
accidentally destroyed by fire, whereby 
the insurers became liable to pay him 
the value of the property. Nevertheless 
the defendant falsely and maliciously 
continued to blacken and injure the 
plaintiff's character and bring him 
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Already the trees in New 
Brunswick have turned or shed 
their leaves which is a re-
minder of the long cold winter 
ahead. All four Creagh an 
stores in Moncton, Fredericton, 
Newcastle and Chatham are 
now featuring your cold 
weather needs for the entire 
family. 
A truly dependable place to 
shop is Creaghan's 
J. D. CREAGHAN 
COMPANY LIMITED 
Operating Four Retail Stores 
in New Brunswick at 
NEWCASTLE 
FREDERICTON 
CHATHAM 
MONCTON 
LORD 
BEAVERBROOK 
HOTEL 
A modern hotel in a beautiful 
parkland setting on the banks 
of the picturesque St.john River 
150 COMFORTABLE ROOMS 
FIREPROOF 
PARKING SPACE 
MODERATE RATES 
FAMILY PLAN 
G. C. CHERRY 
Manager 
FREDERICTON 
NEW BRUNSWICK 
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"The farmer is the man we know 
Who toils to make potatoes grow, 
Because he is a thrifty fellow 
Packs them in bags by Poly-Cello." 
POLY-CELLO BAGS LIMITED 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Sales Agents and Distributors : 
EASTERN PAPER PRODUCTS LIMITED 
Head Office: 211-213 Wentworth Street, Saint John, N.B. 
Branch Office: 195 Barrington Street, Halifax, N.S. 
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REDDY KILOWATT 
Your Electric Servant 
supplies you with the 
BIGGEST BARGAIN 
in your family budget 
ELECTRICITY 
DOES SO MUCH -
COSTS SO LITTLE 
• 
MARITIME ELECTRIC 
COMPANY LIMITED 
CHARLOTTETOWN, P.E.I. 
and 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
ASSOCIATED DESIGNERS 
AND 
INSPECTORS 
CONSULTING ENGINEERING 
AND 
ARCHITECTURAL SERVICES 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
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into such disgrace with the King's liege 
subjects that they would not deal with 
him, and to hinder him from recover-
ing the insurance falsely and mali-
ciously spoke the following words: "I 
will convince the world that you are 
the greatest rascal that ever was, that 
you burnt your own store." 
Certainly these were slanderous 
words and unless the defendant could 
prove their truth and perhaps some 
justification for saying what he did, he 
might be cast in heavy damages. 
Nor did he by his plea in answer to 
the plaintiff's declaration deny the use 
of the words before His Majesty's liege 
subjects or plead anything that might 
be helpful in mitigating the damages. 
Here, in part, is the plea of the 
defendant that was filed, and the 
original of which is in the Bonar Law-
Bennett Library at the University of 
New Brunswick: 
New Brunswick l 
Supreme Court f 
Easter Term in 
the thirtieth Year 
of the Reign of 
King George the 
third. 
Munson Hoyt I 
at suit of l Slander. 
Benedict Arnold J 
And the said Munson by Elias 
Hardy his attorney comes and defends 
the wrong and injury ... And the said 
Munson further saith that the said 
Benedict and his family had before the 
seventh day of May in the thirtyeth 
year of His Majesty's Reign to wit on 
the seventh day of May in the twenty 
ninth year of His Majesty's Reign at 
the City of Saint John aforesaid robbed 
the said Munson of goods to the value 
of four hundred pounds. Wherefore 
the said Munson afterwards to wit on 
the seventh day of May in the year of 
our Lord one thousand and seven 
hundred and ninety at the City of 
Saint John aforesaid of, to and con-
cerning the said Benedict did speak 
assert publish and proclaim with a 
loud voice in the hearing of divers of 
His Majesty's faithful subjects the 
words in the af oregoing declaration 
mentioned and set forth to wit: I 
(meaning the said Munson) will con-
vince the world that you (meaning the 
said Benedict) are the greatest rascal 
that ever was, that you (meaning 
again the said Benedict) burnt your 
own store (meaning the store of the 
said Benedict last mentioned). And I 
(again meaning the said Munson) will 
prove it. As it was lawful for the said 
Munson to say. And also on the day 
and year and at the place aforesaid the 
said Munson did speak, assert and 
with a loud voice publish and proclaim 
these other following words in the 
presence and hearing of several of His 
Majesty's faithful subjects, to wit, it is 
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Now ... right under your thumb: 
effortless dictation with 
the automatic dictating machine 
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This is for sure: the new Dictaphone 
TIME-MASTER lets you get your 
thoughts through to others more con-
veniently-and economically-than 
any other method of dictation. And 
it's so easy to use. 
You turn the TIME-MASTER on. 
for instance, by simply lifting the mike. 
And you can start talking immediate-
ly. There's no waiting for warm-up, 
thanks to transistors. 
Now forget the machine and start 
"writing out loud." Touchbutton die· 
tating. controls are right on the mi-
crophone handle. You don't have to 
touch this machine to record, play 
back or mark corrections. 
The heart of the TIME-MASTER 
is the remarkable Dictabelt record. 
Dictabelts are indelible, can not be 
erased accidentally. And they do their 
recording visibly-you can always 
easily find your place. 
Sound good? Frankly, this is the 
closest thing yet to automation in 
dictation.For both boss and secretary! 
Call your local Dictaphone office 
for a free demonstration. You'll see. 
ALL NEW 
DICTAPHONE j"<!)=-·D TIME-MASTER 
MORE THAN A DICTATING MACHINE-A MONEYSAVING INVESTMENT 
Dictaphone Corporation Limited, Dept. J-3223M , 204-206 Union St ., Saint John . .. 52 Granville St., Halifax. Service available 
t he world around. Dictaphone, Time-Master and Dictabelt are registered trademarks of Dictaphone Corporation. 
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These Books Make Perfect Gifts 
THE FACE OF EARLY CANADA 
By F. St. George Spendlove, Curator of the Canadiana Collections, Royal 
Ontario Museum. A collection of important early Canadian prints, together 
with the story of the artists, engravers and publishers. With 128 illustrations, 
a number showing the Atlantic Provinces. Deluxe $14.00; regular edition $8.50. 
HAPPY JOURNEY 
By Roy Fraser late Professor of Biology and Bacteriology, Mount Allison 
University. A book of reminiscences written with great charm. "Will bring 
memories and yearnings and nostalgia to Allisonians everywhere. 'R. F.' still 
strides the campus through the medium of Happy ]ourney."- W. T. Ross Flem-
ington, President, Mount Allison University. $3.00 
AMOR DE COSMO·S 
By Roland Wild, author of Arctic Command. An outstanding b~ography of 
the second premier of British Columbia. He was chiefly responsible for the 
Province coming into Confederation. His career shows conditions of living at 
the time; challenging personalities who carved out the new colony; how 
Britain regarded it. $4.00 
SEA STORIES FROM NEWFOUNDLAND 
By Michael Harrington. Enthralling, true stories of hazardous voyages, duels 
at sea wrecks castaways. All telling of valour beyond the call of duty. "A 
book ~hose w'ell-told stories should stir the pride and admiration not only of 
Newfoundlanders but of all Canadians."- M. E. G. in Crag and Canyon, Banff, 
Alberta. Illustrated. $4.00 
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not in my power (meaning the power 
of him the said Munson) to blacken 
your character (meaning the general 
character of the said Benedict) for it is 
as black as it can be, but one thjng I 
(meaning the said Munson) will let the 
world know that you (meaning the said 
Benedict) burnt your own store (mean-
ing the said store of the said Benedict 
last above mentioned) as it was lawful 
for the said Munson to say. And also 
on the day and year and at the place 
aforesaid, the said Munson did speak 
assert and with a loud voice publish 
and proclaim these other words in the 
presence and hearing of several of His 
Majesty's faithful subjects to wit: You 
(meaning the said Benedict) and your 
family (meaning the family of the said 
Benedict) have taken goods from me 
(meaning the said Munson) to the 
amount of three hundred pounds. You 
(again meaning the said Benedict) and 
your family (again meaning the family 
of the said Benedict) have robbed me 
(agajn meaning the said Munson). You 
(again meaning the said Benedict) and 
your family (again meaning the family 
of the said Benedict) have robbed me 
(again meaning the said Munson) of 
near four hundred pounds and I 
(meaning the said Munson) will prove 
it as it was lawful for the said Munson 
to say. And this the said Munson is 
ready to verify. Wherefor he prays 
judgement if the said Benedict ought 
to have or maintain his said action 
thereof against him the said Munson . 
ELIAS HARDY 
St. John S.S. Munson Hoyt putteth in 
his place Elias Hardy his attorney 
against Benedict Arnold in a plea 
of slander and defamation. 
The action went to trial before 
Judge Allen and a jury. 
Arnold called thirty witnesses to 
estab1ish his contention that the fire 
was accidental. 
It is probable that Hoyt was unable 
to produce any witness to support his 
charge that the fire had been deliber-
ately set by Arnold. The verdict was 
for the plaintiff. Judgment was entered 
as foJlows: 
Michs. Term. } 
Entry of J. Bliss 
1790 
Benedict Arnold plff. 
v 
Munson Hoyt deft. 
Twenty 
shillings 
damages 
and twenty 
shillings 
costs. 
Contemptuous damages indeed, con-
sidering the grossness of the slander. 
So ended the first slander trial in 
New Brunswick. 
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BOOK REVIE by D. Kermode Parr 
THE SEA STORY. By Frank Knight, 
Extra Master Mariner. 240 pages. 
The Macmillan Company of Canada. 
$4. 
The sub-title of this book reads: 
"being a Guide to Nautical Reading 
from Ancient Times to the Close of the 
Sailing Ship Era". It is certainly that, 
but it is much more. It provides, in very 
readable manner, history of the de-
velopment of ships and navigation, 
descriptions of many of the great 
voyages, discussions of rigging, sea-
manship, naval warfare, buccaneering, 
smuggling and many other matters of 
the sea. At every stage there is guidance 
to the literature of the subject, text-
books, reference works, fiction and 
poetry. In all, six hundred titles are 
listed, with useful classification and 
comment, all books easily available in 
libraries. 
There are two adequate indexes and 
the book is illustrated by a dozen 
attractive plates. 
This is an enjoyable and useful book. 
READING ENGLISH, .A H .. 4ND-
BOOK FOR STUDENTS. By E. R. 
Seary and G. M. Story. The Mac-
millan Company of Canada, Toronto. 
116 pages. $1.50. 
This little book should be extremely 
useful to students at our universities 
who are faced with the problem of how 
to study English, and it is a very real 
problem, whether the freshman be a 
future specialist in language and 
literature, or an engineer or scientist for 
whom a few courses in English are 
prescribed. 
The authors, who are members of the 
faculty of Memorial University in St. 
John's, Newfoundland, state their pur-
pose clearly in the preface. They have 
felt the need in the universities for "a 
small book which should do two 
things: suggest to the young student 
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an approach to his reading of English 
literature by discussing its nature and 
major forms, and give him an insight 
into such practical matters as the use 
of books, the organization of libraries 
and the rationale of lectures and 
examinations, about which it seems to 
be often assumed that he is as well 
informed as his teachers and exam-
iners.'' 
The book has the advantage of being 
written-not all academic textbooks 
have this quality-in excellent English, 
vigorous, lively, and clear. It is an 
agreeable companion as well as a 
reliable guide. 
THE PICNIC AND OTHER 
STORIES. By Desmond Pacey. The 
Ryerson Press, Toronto. $3.95. 
Readers of The Atlantic Advocate 
will need no introduction to Desmond 
Pacey, whose short stories often 
appear in these pages. This volume of 
sixteen of Professor Pacey' s stories 
includes "The Ghost of Reddleman's 
Lane" and "The Lost Girl". 
The quality of these stories is 
perceptively described in the foreword 
contributed by Professor Roy Daniels 
of the Department of English in the 
University of British Columbia. He 
notes that each story is a "brief 
excursion along the road of experience, 
the events being related in the order 
of their occurrence ... Like all good 
Canadian stories, they are regional; 
they range from the prairie, to Ontario, 
to the Atlantic Provinces. Four or five 
of them possess English settings, which 
do not seem out of place because each 
leaves the sense of being remembered 
by someone not now and not for some 
time past living in England . . . The 
plots represent sallies into the world of 
experience and demonstrations of the 
assailability of the human condition 
... Unlike many Canadian pieces, 
these are not sociological or even 
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psychological in emphasis, but in-
tensely personal and humane." 
Most of these stories are concerned 
with distress, defeat or death, but 
there is always an optimism, stated or 
implied, in the "response of hope and 
purpose to failure and disaster". The 
settings always have vivid reality. 
. 
CANADIAN CONFERENCE ON 
EDUCATION. (Addresses and pro-
ceedings of the Conference held in 
Ottawa, February 16-20, 1958.) 
Edited by George G. Croskery and 
Gerald Nason. Mutual Press, Ottawa. 
604 pages. Paper-bound edition: $3; 
cloth-bound: $4; obtainable from the 
Canadian Conference on Education, 
85 Sparks Street, Ottawa. 
The Canadian Conference on Educa-
tion was a most remarkable gathering, 
attended last February by 850 re-
presentatives of more than eighty 
organizations. This bulky report con-
tains the addresses and proceedings. 
A few are in the form of summaries, 
but most are given in full. The Con-
ference grew, Mr. Croskery writes in 
the preface, "out of the conviction of 
many people that wider public under-
standing of Canada's educational needs 
and problems would be a major step 
toward their solution." And now this 
book with its addresses, conclusions 
and resolutions does indeed "provide 
a wealth of material for study and 
action" to make Canadian education 
what it could and should be. 
There were, in addition to the 
plenary sessions, workshops on educa-
tional finance, organization, buildings, 
on education for leisure, higher educa-
tion, quantity and . quality of teachers 
and their training, special needs, and 
the role of the home in education. 
This is not a book to be read at a 
sitting. It is rather a mine of valuable 
ore that will repay careful working by 
all those interested in education. 
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THE CRUISE OF THE MICLO 
The log of a novice mariner from Fredericton, his wife and his dog, 
aboard their 33-foot sloop bound for the Caribbean 
T HE VOYAGE FROM Manasquan Inlet, New Jersey to Norfolk, Virginia, though only a matter 
of about 200 miles, brought a hatful of 
adventures and misadventures suffi-
cient to last a lifetime. 
Hurricanes raging one after the 
other, though many miles away, con-
by MICHAEL CARLTON 
sistently sent gale force winds across 
our course and time and time again 
the Miclo has been mercilessly battered 
and twice it seemed certain she would 
founder, but, like the hardy Nova 
Scotian she is, she carried us to 
harbour scarred but floating. 
Our misfortunes began at about 
> l ' 
. i 
~· ·~..: ... : 
·..:;; 
• ,• 
:::: 
Workmen repairing the shattered bow of the Miclo 
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3 a.m. on August 24. It had been a 
magnificent sailing day, a fresh north-
east wind had carried us along nicely 
and the moonlit sky seemed to promise 
an easy run throughout the night. 
Lois had taken the helm at 2 a.m. 
for her three-hour watch and I had 
bunked down. The night seemed so 
peaceful that I climbed into pyjamas, 
a thing I seldom do when at sea at 
night. 
For some unexplainable reason I 
awoke about 3 a.m. The moon was 
streaking in through the hatch and the 
sea was lapping rhythmically against 
the hull. I swung my legs over the 
bunk, lit a cigarette, and Lois, seeing 
the light from the match, called down 
to me to light one for her. 
When I climbed the companionway 
to pass the cigarette I could see some-
thing on the horizon rolling toward us 
like a huge, black, disfigured monster. 
To three sides of us the weather was 
as serene as a baby's smile but off our 
port quarter a vicious foul-weather 
factory in the sky was bearing down. 
I estimated our position to be some-
what south of Atlantic City but to get 
in there called for a reverse course 
under power and chances of reaching 
it before the squall struck seemed slight 
and to attempt to make the surf-
pounded inlet in a gale would be 
suicide. Our only move was to reef and 
battle it out. 
The six hours of hell that followed 
were a sea-going nightmare. The 
steadily increasing wind forced us into 
a gymnastic series of shortening sail 
from one reef down to a handkerchief-
size storms'! as the Miclo pitched and 
tossed at almost impossible angles. 
Lois, soaked to the skin by rain and 
spray, battled with the tiller. She could 
not see the bow of the ship and while 
I struggled with the rigging for'ard we 
screamed back and forth to each other 
to be sure neither had been swept over-
board. 
Within two hours we were too ex-
hausted to fight on and too tired to be 
scared. We lashed the tiller and went 
below. Seas breaking over the for'ard 
hatch put three inches of water over 
the cabin floor. Bedding and pillows 
had been hurled into it and everything 
was drenched. Poor Sailor was tremb-
ling with fright and cold, curled up on 
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the wet Genoa-jib in the forecastle, his 
eyes seeming to beg us to put an end 
to this madness. The dog looked as 
pathetic as he did some days later when 
he returned to the ship at dockside after 
being peppered with buckshot. That 
was at Wildwood. We think he must 
have snapped at someone snooping 
about the boat in our absence and that 
the intruder later took a shot at him. 
Our brave Nova Scotian was taking 
a cruel pounding and it seemed certain 
the end was not far away. We put on 
lifejackets and dragged Sailor into the 
cabin where we could at least get him 
out of the ship for a fighting chance 
when Mic lo went over for the last time. 
With what might well be only 
minutes left, I broke out the self-
lighting flares and went topside with 
the idea that we might be spotted and 
picked up in daylight if we marked our 
position. (We had lit three flares 
earlier but no help arrived). 
A rush of water poured into the 
cabin when I pulled back the hatch but 
it hardly seemed to matter and I don't 
think we really noticed it at the time. 
It must have been mid-morning 
when, riding high on the crest of a 
wave, I got a split-second sight of a 
buoy swinging crazily off our star-
board bow. And once again we faced 
the maddening choice of steering close 
to identify it or staying off to avoid 
the danger it might mark. Once again 
we took the former alternative. 
The marker carried the letter "F.F. 
B." but I was unable to locate it on the 
chart. It was Lois who more patiently 
went over the chart and finally found 
it making Five Fathom Bank off Cape 
May. 
I plotted a course to the harbour, 
and despite the high seas we spotted 
the breakwater beacons two hours 
later, about five miles off our heading. 
The run into the surf-beaten inlet was 
a rushing, racing roller-coaster ride, 
every wave partially pooping or 
broaching us, bow and stern more often 
under water than above it, and then 
into the beautiful calm of the harbour. 
It was still pouring as we stood on 
the deck drenched and weary but that 
rain-soaked harbour was a most magni-
ficent sight and we could have danced 
with joy. 
We turned in on our soaking bunks 
and when we awoke the next afternoon 
the sun was beating down and the 
interior of the cabin was actually 
steaming from the evaporation. 
Hoisting anchor, we tied up at the 
fishing wharf at Cold Spring, part of 
Cape May inlet, and turfed out to dry 
bedding and clothing. That evening 
we went ashore, bent on splurging 
some of our meagre funds on a 
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Banking by Mail ... Travel Financing ..• 
Sending Money Away ... Safekeeping of 
Valuables ... Operating a Joint Account ... 
Obtaining Business Information ... Buying 
and Selling Securities ... these are only 
nine of the 'vays in which Canadians in all 
walks of life use the B of M. 
MY 8 ~ 
w:JllJJJ 
'MY BANW 
Find out more about the B of M's many time 
and money saving services. Ask for our booklet: 
"21 Ways 2 Million Canadians use the B of M". 
·, VO 2 ll/ll/011 (ANADIAllS 
SP·411 
. 
BANK OF MONTREAL 
~';IMt~~ 
There are 58 B of M BRANCHES in the 
ATLANTIC PROVINCES to serve you 
• 
WORKING WITH CANADIANS IN EVERY WALK OF LIFE SINCE 1817 
• 1n a container ? what's 
In the fast pace of today's modern manu· 
facturing, the corrugated container must 
be designed and constructed to individ-
ual product specifications ... 
' ---
-r 
Consult us for all of your corru- ------~~~:ft'-;;;;;--..~~ 
gated container requirements. We 
have the "know-how" to solve your 
problem. 
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hamburger, and inquired if there was 
a restaurant handy in this quaint little 
fishing village. A fisherman said there 
was a place a mile up the road and 
offered to drive us to it. 
We were somewhat staggered when 
he dropped us at the door of the 
famous million-dollar Beach Club 
where Gypsy Rose Lee was entertain-
ing in the 2,000-seat night-club section 
of the resort. The uniformed doorman 
was somewhat aghast when confronted 
with the sight of an unshaved man in 
patched shorts, and a woman in 
mildewed slacks climbing out of the 
car door he had just opened. 
Our first thought was to beat a 
hasty retreat, but to the doorman's 
further amazement we asked if there 
was a public relations man attached to 
the establishment. With some mis-
givings he went in search of our man, 
after politely suggesting we wait a 
minute, and from his tone it was 
rather obvious he meant outside. 
In due course a "press relations" 
man arrived and I hastily explained 
why and how we had arrived on his 
doorstep . . He was most cordial and 
arrangements were made for us to 
come back the next night as guests of 
the establishment. 
Our visit was long to be remembered. 
We were treated royally and I was 
invited to interview Gypsy. She was 
most cordial and spoke glowingly of 
her visits to Canada and mentioned 
her surprise at finding "sophisticated 
audiences in almost the back woods of 
Canada''. 
It was at the plush, oval bar that we 
met two fellow yachtsmen, Tommy 
Sorensen and Syd Brody, members of 
the Greater Wildwood Yacht Club, 
who insisted we move from our present 
location and moor at the yacht basin. 
The next morning, as arranged, the 
two arrived in a $3,500 power boat and 
escorted us up the narrow, grass-
banked channel to the club. 
Then followed a crazy, carefree 
week in the glittering $50 million 
vacation city where $15 million are 
spent annually by visitors. 
Early in the week we were intro-
duced to Ralph James, genial mayor 
of Wildwood, who asked that I convey 
his regards to Mayor William T. 
Walker of Fredericton, and other 
mayors of the Maritime Provinces. 
Mr. James made immediate arrange-
ments for us to meet John Kay, city 
public relations director, who, within 
an hour, furnished us with a car, a 
private beach house with an adjoining 
slip for Mic lo and capped it off with 
an offer of a job as official city 
photographer. 
A whirl of social events followed as 
we were alternately entertained by the 
yacht club and the city. We dined and 
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danced at the swankiest spots, swam 
in beautiful private swimming-pools 
and were guests at the annual yacht 
club banquet. 
At Cape May we met Charles 
Boudreau, a former Cape Bretoner, 
now operating a very lucrative fishing 
business at Cape May. 
On September 6 we reluctantly took 
our leave of Wildwood, bound for 
Norfolk, Virginia. We had intended 
to run on the outside along the coast 
but with hurricanes threatening and 
very few places of refuge along the 
way we decided to take the much longer 
alternative route up the Delaware Bay, 
through the Delaware and Chesapeake 
Canal and down the Chesapeake. 
It was during such a blow that our 
major disaster struck. A thirty-mile-
an-hour following wind was sweeping 
us down the Chesapeake. We'd let out 
our main and jib sheets and our 
canvas was full and billowing and we 
almost flew to the south'ard. I had 
just relieved Lois at the helm when a 
shattering crash shook Miclo as if she 
were an egg-crate. 
Timber flew from her bows to the 
sickening tune of splintering wood and 
the next instant our boom was hurled 
violently from port to starboard. I was 
certain we had struck one of the 
dozens of huge steamers which we had 
encountered during the day. But 
moments later as we bounced off the 
obstacle the huge black shape of a 
massive steel buoy ground along the 
hull and slipped away to our stern. 
A quick inspection f or'ard showed 
our port bow to be stove in and our 
stem badly splintered. Every wave sent 
seas spurting into the forecastle and 
only endless pumping could keep us 
abreast of the rising water in the cabin. 
A glance at the chart showed our 
closest harbour to be Annapolis, some 
ten miles off. We shook the reef from 
the mains 'l and turned on power in a 
desperate bid to make port before we 
sank. We came around on the port 
tack and heeled to the limit of safety 
in order to keep the gaping hole for-
ward above water. Miclo fairly flew 
across the bay as if she knew the 
harbour ahead was her only hope of 
survival and I'm sure we must have 
beaten by far the world's speed record 
for a boat her size. 
When we flew into the boat basin, 
skirting dozens of ships as we raced 
a weaving course, our luck still held. 
The boat yard slip was easily seen and 
fortunately the haul-out car was sub-
merged at the end of the track where 
it had been left after a recent launching 
and I steered directly for the bilge 
blocks above the surface. I killed the 
engine and Lois dropped main and jib 
sails at my signal and we glided to an 
easy stop dead centre of the car. 
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Ralph James, Mayor of Wildwood, NJ. 
Michael Carlton interviewing Gypsy Rose Lee 
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ROUND and ABOUT the MARITIMES • • 
Singing Scholar in London 
The pretty, smiling face on our 
cover belongs to Donna London 
of Saint John, New Brunswick, 
snapped on her arrival in London. 
Miss London may well smile, for 
she is nineteen, with brains, 
beauty and a natural singing voice 
which, when trained, may make 
her famous. She has gone to 
London to study at the Guildhall 
School of Music. 
* * * 
Luck came her way to open the 
door to fortune. She was a 
student at Teachers' College and 
a chorister of St. Paul's United 
Church, Fredericton. One Sunday 
the soloist was taken ill before a 
special service and Donna took 
her place. Her success was such 
that henceforth she had three 
strong backers for a Beaverbrook 
scholarship award. They were Rev. 
J. Arthur Forbes, minister of St. 
Paul's, Janis Kalnins, organist and 
conductor of the Fredericton 
Orchestra, and A. F. Trythall, 
British bandmaster brought to 
Fredericton by Lord Beaverbrook 
to train the U.N.B. band. 
* * * 
An audition was arranged at St. 
Paul's church one evening so that 
Lord Beaverbrook could hear her 
sing. He gave her a two-year 
scholarship, and may, one day, 
have the satisfaction of seeing a 
star of his own making. 
J. H. Mowbray Jones 
Heads Paper Mills 
J. H . Mowbray Jones of Liver-
pool, Nova Scotia, president of 
the Mersey Paper Company 
Limited, is the new president of 
Bowater's Newfoundland Pulp 
and Paper Mills Limited in 
Comer Brook. A native of Sault 
Ste. Marie, Ont., and a graduate 
in mechanical engineering from 
the University of Toronto, he 
joined the Mersey Company thirty 
years ago as resident engineer. 
Among his many interests he 
includes part-ownership and the 
vice-presidency of the famous 
Nova Scotia resort of White Point 
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Beach Lodge. Mrs. Jones is the 
former Phyllis Lucille Hodges of 
Halifax and they have three 
daughters and thirteen-year-old 
twin sons. 
* * * 
Asbestos 
For Premier Joseph R. Small-
wood, the decision of the Johns-
Manville group to explore and 
develop the Advocate asbestos ore 
body at Baie Verte was a personal 
triumph. It is not long since the 
critical wise men were wagging 
their heads in dismay over Mr. 
Smallwood's decision to carry out 
over the barren wastes of New-
f oundland one of the largest and 
most expensive geophysical air 
surveys ever projected. Among 
other results, abnormalities were 
apparent in the area of the Bur-
lington Peninsula. Dr. "Jim" 
Boylen came in from New Bruns-
wick asking for pioneering con-
cessions. These were granted by 
the Newfoundland Government 
in 1955. 
* * * 
Now the world's greatest asbes-
tos manufacturers and users are 
grouped to take control of the 
operation. They guarantee to 
spend at ]east a million doJlars as 
a preliminary step to a plan to 
invest eighteen milJion dollars in 
an asbestos plant at Baie Verte, 
with a capacity of three thousand 
tons a day. So the faith of one 
man is justified. 
* * * 
Research Seminar 
A research seminar, sponsored 
by the Atlantic Provinces Econ-
omic Council, was held at Dal-
housie University on September 
17 and 18, on "the needs and 
opportunities for economic and 
socio-economic research in Can-
ada's Atlantic Provinces." Some 
distinguished representatives from 
Central Canada took part. Main 
speakers were Dr. J. R. Petrie, 
consultant economist of Montreal, 
Professor Burton S. Kierstead, 
professor of economics and Pro-
fessor Dalbert Clark, professor of 
sociology at the University of 
Toronto, and Professor Hugh J. 
Whalen, associate professor of 
political science at the University 
of New Brunswick. The result was 
a tentative list of research projects 
which will be studied by APEC 
directors for decision on the 
feasibility of carrying them out. 
* * * 
Meanwhile the research projects 
announced by the four provinces 
and APEC at the Newfoundland 
conference are not yet under way. 
The governments' research will be 
into the field of government 
policies, while APEC will review 
the work that has already been 
done-and pigeon-holed. This 
will mean critical examination of 
the findings of reports like those 
of the Gordon Commission, 
Howland, Rowell-Sirois, Duncan 
and White. 
* * * 
The government report will 
recommend policies required to 
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promote the more rapid develop-
ment of primary and secondary 
manufacturing industries; suggest 
methods by which monetary 
policies might be more flexible 
and better suited to this area; 
consider the availability of capital 
for new and expanding industries; 
review the economic relationship 
between the federal and provincial 
levels of government; and examine 
the broad implications of national 
transportation policies, partic-
ularly in regard to freight rates 
and the effect on this area of the 
St. Lawrence Seaway. 
* * * 
Burly "Bill" Smith, six-foot 
two-inch 220-pound Government 
of New Brunswick economist, and 
Gordon Pushie, director-general 
of economic development in New-
foundland, will represent their 
two provinces. The representatives 
of Nova Scotia and Prince Edward 
Island have still to be named. 
Portrait of Pope Pius XII 
Portraits in Tapestry 
The portrait of Pope Pius XII 
illustrated on this page is an 
example of very fine hand-hooked 
wool tapestry by Elizabeth Le 
Fort of Cape Breton Island. Miss 
Le Fort is an accomplished artist. 
She first draws on burlap the out-
lines of the picture she is to 
reproduce, next dyes the fine wool 
to every shade of colour in the 
original, which she then recreates 
by a close study of detail and 
exceptional skill in hooking. 
* * * 
Among her works are portraits 
of Queen Elizabeth and President 
Eisenhower, landscapes and sea-
scapes, and a copy of Leonardo 
da Vinci's "The Last Supper", for 
which she dyed 154 colours. It 
comprises nearly three quarters of 
a million stitches and nearly three 
and a half miles of yam. She com-
pleted it in three months. 
* * * Good Plowmen 
Maritimers made a good show-
ing at the Canadian Plowing 
Championships held last month in 
Chrysler, Ontario. One of them, 
Carl Willis, twenty, of Cornwall, 
P.E.I., qualified for an expenses-
paid trip next year to Coleraine, 
Northern Ireland, for the World 
Plowing Championships. Mr. 
Willis is a student at Macdonald 
Agricultural College, Ste. Anne 
de Bellevue, Quebec, and he took 
third place for Canada in his first 
attempt for the championship. 
Other high-scoring Maritimers 
were Raymond Brown, Athol, 
N.S., Glen Morrissey, Cherry 
Valley, P.E.I., James Taylor, 
Midland, N.B., Hugh Templeton, 
Havelock, N.B., and Aubrey 
Smith, Athol, N.S. Out of the 
nine contestants who completed 
the competition six were Mari-
timers. 
* * * 
Chamber of Commerce 
W. A. Scammell Case, executive 
vice-president and secretary-treas-
urer of T. McA vity and Sons 
Limited, Saint John, has been 
elected first national vice-president 
of the Canadian Chamber of 
Commerce. Another prominent 
business man, well-known in the 
Atlantic Provinces, was elected 
president. He is Albert C. Ash-
forth, Toronto, president of The 
Toronto-Dominion Bank. 
* * * Presbyterian Leader 
Rev. James A. McGowan of 
East River, N.S., is the new 
moderator of the Maritime Synod 
of the Presbyterian Church in 
Canada. A graduate of the Presby-
terian College in Montreal and 
Mount Allison University, Sack-
ville, N.B., he is a native of Kil-
muir, P.E.I., and has served in the 
Miramichi area of New Bruns-
wick, at Kensington, P.E.I., and 
River John, N.S. 
Dr. G. W. I. Creighton 
Forestry Meeting 
Forestry officials from all parts 
of Canada attended the 50th 
annual conference of the Canadian 
Institute of Forestry in Frederic-
ton last month. Dr. G. W. I. 
Creighton~ deputy minister of 
lands and forests for Nova Scotia, 
is the president of the Institute. 
NOVEMBER, 1958 
New Industry 
Premier Hugh John Flemming 
and the Hon. Norman Buchanan, 
minister of lands and mines for 
New Brunswick, Hon. D. D. 
Patterson, provincial secretary-
treasurer, and R. D. Caldwell 
Stewart, Q.C., M.P. for Charlotte, 
were among the officials who 
attended the opening of a new 
fish plant in Beaver Harbour last 
month. The $750,000 combina-
tion cold storage and fish filleting 
p1ant, undertaken jointly by 
Connors Brothers Limited, Black's 
Harbour, and the New Brunswick 
Department of Industry and De-
velopment, was officially opened 
by the Premier. 
* * * Digby Scallop Man 
The term "Digby scallops", 
which is of ten applied to scallops 
from many parts of the Mari times, 
has been accepted by consumers 
everywhere as a mark of quality. 
The first commercial fishing of 
the real Digby scallops was 
undertaken in Annapolis Basin at 
Digby in 1906 by a native of 
Grand Manan Island, N.B. He is 
Roland Wormell who, at 82, now 
devotes his time to the building 
of ship models in Digby. 
* * * Long Service 
Two veteran figures in the 
municipal affairs of Nova Scotia 
have decided to retire. James 
Johnston of St. Peter's, Cape 
Breton, is retiring as warden for 
Richmond County after more 
than twenty years in this office and 
more than forty years as a 
municipal councillor. James Rip-
pey, who has been town manager 
for Windsor, N.S., for more than 
thirty years, was honoured at a 
civic dinner on his retirement. 
* * * APEC Meeting 
The annual meeting of the 
Atlantic Provinces Economic 
Council is being held in the Nova 
Scotian Hotel in Halifax on 
November 4 and 5. A dinner 
meeting of APEC for the Sydney 
area is being held in the Isle 
Royal Hotel, Sydney, on N ovem-
ber 6. 
* * * Book Promoters 
Fredericton this year is the 
centre of organization for "Young 
Canada's Book Week", being held 
from November 15 to 22. This is 
the tenth annual event, sponsored 
by the children's librarians within 
the Canadian Library Association 
and supported by two dozen other 
organizations across Canada. Sen-
ator Muriel McQueen Fergusson 
is this year's patroness. Mrs. 
Roberta Wilson Weiner, children's 
librarian of the Fredericton Public 
Library, is the national chairman; 
Mrs. Marjorie R. Donaldson de-
signed much of the attractive 
publicity material, and Miss 
Eileen Wallace of Teachers' Col-
lege is the provincial representa-
tive. 
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Filleting at the new plant in Beaver Harbour, N.B. 
The provincial representatives 
for the rest of the Atlantic region 
are: Miss Shirley Coulter of the 
Halifax Memorial Library, for 
Nova Scotia, Miss Dorothy Cul-
len of the Prince Ed ward Island 
Libraries, and Miss Marjorie 
Mews of the Gosling Memorial 
Library, St. John's, for New-
foundland. Mrs. Hugh John 
Flemming of Fredericton was the 
national patroness in 1953. 
* * * 
To Contest Title 
Yvon Durelle, the fighting fisher-
man from Baie Ste. Anne, N.B., 
(The Atlantic Advocate, March, 
1958) is meeting Archie Moore in 
Montreal on December 10 to 
contest for the world light heavy-
weight boxing title. Durelle, who 
is considered third among the 
contenders for the title, has been 
seeking the match with Moore for 
over a year. 
* * * 
Naval Squadron 
Recently the residents of Hali-
fax were stirred to see the 
Canadian naval squadron sail for 
the Mediterranean and NATO 
exercises, on a sunny October 
morning. The four anti-submarine 
vessels St. La.urent, (Capt. H. L. 
Quinn), Saguenay (Cdr. W. H. 
Willson), Huron (Cdr. W. H. 
Howe), and Haida (Cdr. J. 
Husher) proceeded from their 
berths to Bedford Basin where 
they formed up and then sailed 
out in line ahead, in the order of 
the seniority of their commanding 
officers. The escorts formed a 
screen for the aircraft carrier 
Bonaventure which slipped later 
from the new jetty at Shearwater 
and took up position off Chebucto 
Head. It was a fine demonstra-
tion of Canada's determination to 
keep the sea lanes open for all 
people of goodwill. 
* * * Tumult on the Border 
The quiet New Brunswick 
border town of St. Stephen got a 
surprise recently when the photo-
graph of the pretty Spanish girl, 
shown on page 70, was taken. 
Senorita Yebra-Galvan, wearing 
her Spanish lace and mantilla, 
was posed in the gardens of the 
Ganong home. The gay senorita 
spied a squirrel out on the front 
lawn and dashed down to give it 
some peanuts. She was completely 
oblivious to the chaos that 
ensued. St. Stephen residents and 
visitors, startled by her appear-
ance, created a traffic jam on the 
main street and one automobile, 
reportedly operated by a member 
of the R.C.M.P., crashed into the 
back of another vehicle. Fortun-
ately, such disorder is not always 
caused in the taking of pictures 
for The Atlantic Advocate. 
* 
Women's Club 
* * 
The Maritime Women's Club 
of Montreal has drawn up a busy 
schedule of events for the coming 
season. On October 18 they held 
an opening tea, and on November 
13 they are meeting jointly with 
the Business and Professional 
Women's Club to hear an address 
by Mrs. Doyle Klyn. The annual 
tea and sale is being held Decem-
ber 3 and the annual Christmas 
party, with gifts for Ste. Anne's 
Military Hospital, is being held 
on December 10. 
* New Column * * 
This month's issue of The 
Atlantic Advocate introduces to 
our readers a new and vigorous 
columnist from Newfoundland. 
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Harold Horwood, whose witty 
commentaries delighted and irri-
tated readers of The Evening 
Telegram of St. John's, New-
foundland, where he was associate 
editor, is the author of the column, 
aptly titled "Thrust and Parry" 
on page 43. 
Louis J. Robichaud, M.L.A. 
Political Visitors 
The Maritimes took on the 
complexion of an election arena 
last month with visits from both 
Prime Minister John Diefenbaker 
and the Hon. Lester B: Pearson, 
Leader of the Opposition in the 
House of Commons. Mr. Dief en-
baker received an honorary degree 
of Doctor of Laws from the Uni-
versity of New Brunswick. Also 
in Fredericton, Mr. Pearson 
attended a convention of the 
provincial Liberal party at which 
Louis J. Robichaud, M.L.A. for 
Kent, was elected provincial 
leader of the party. 
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T HIS IS AFRI. She is Spanish, I have visited at her home in Madrid, Afri is 
now returning that visit. To have her 
in the house is to have one's private 
butterfly. 
She is young, charming, gay, viva-
cious, grave, courageous. She has a 
fascinating, if brief, history, but would 
not expect me to tell it to strangers. 
She has gracious manners, and, beyond 
that, a grace of manner such as we of 
the new world seldom see; and brown 
hair and grey eyes and a twenty-one-
inch waist! 
Observing her, the product of an 
utterly different background, against 
our life, can set one's mind to whirling. 
I have been showing her the scenery, 
while she, all unknowing, has been 
giving me a new focus on Canada. 
Small things are so different; and 
now, I speak not so much of her 
character as of her training. Indeed, in 
that alone there is a difference, for 
Afri has been not only educated, but 
Senorita Maria Africa de Los Angeles Luisa Yebra-Galvan 
A Spanish girl in a Canadian garden 
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trained, and we do not see much of 
that, over here. She has been trained, 
hand and eye and mind, to make the 
ordinary detail of life beautiful. The 
pouring of a cup of tea, the threading 
of a needle, the arrangement of a bowl 
of fruit or vase of flowers, even the 
handing of a letter to another become, 
not large matters, but important 
matters, from the careful grace with 
which they are done. Not only does she 
give time and attention to the gesture 
of the moment, but she has so many 
times done so in the practice of her 
young years, that now she has a 
special competence, a delicate dexter-
ity, which she can use to enhance the 
1ives of her friends. She does so use it. 
Before anyone leaps to the easy 
conclusion that this training has been 
in lieu of education of the formal sort, 
I would mention that a well-brought-
up Spanish girl, and she is very we11 
brought up indeed, goes to school from 
8 :30 a.m. to 8 :30 p.m., six, repeat six, 
days a week. A stunned friend of mine, 
on hearing this, demanded of her 
whether the children did not rebel? 
Afri's arched brows went up. "But, 
they are children!" she said; and 
smiled, as she does when she speaks 
of or to children. 
I doubt he knew what she meant. 
What she meant was, roughly, that in 
Spain childhood is a golden, happy 
time; but it is not a time wasted on the 
illusion that a twelve-year-old mind 
should decide the way of life for 
children and adults alike. (It may be a 
chance coincidence, but juvenile de-
linquency is not a problem in Spain). 
Her Canadian questioner was feeling 
sorry for her because he felt she had 
had a regimented childhood. She, un-
known to him, is sorry for our young 
people, because they seem to have no 
childhood at all. 
Adult life is more restricted in Spain 
than here, but that glory of childhood 
springs from the fact that the family is 
still the central unit, there. "Family" 
means uncles, aunts, grandparents, 
cousins, nieces, nephews, a whole large 
clan, and the ability and grace to get 
along with them. Togetherness, as a 
method of shielding two or three from 
the responsibility of their relatives, has 
not penetrated; it would be considered 
a simple failure in good taste, a fault 
of spirit, there. 
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As a result, much of our living and 
all of our T.V. shows are a11 but 
incomprehensible to Afri. They enter-
tain her hugely, she enjoys them much, 
but occasionally questions, when she 
is confused. 
Would you care to answer a delight-
ful girl when she turns to you and, re 
the standard mother-in-law joke, en-
quires, "But, I think I do not under-
stan' these. Is eet funny? They say so 
cruel thing, why ees it consider funny, 
to be cruel and unkind to the mother 
of one whom one love?" After you 
have answered that one, in some way 
which wi11 be a credit to the country, 
you wi11 be ready for the next one. 
"But these man who ees so unkin' 
about the mother of his wife, how can 
they think he ees the hero in these 
story? Oh, this make me angry! These 
man cannot succeed in the world, no, 
for if he is too uncontrol to show 
respec' to one older, how can other 
respec' him? Everybody understan' we 
show respec' to older people, and 
those who cannot do so, how can we 
believe they are strong?" How, indeed? 
Concerning the general attitude to-
ward age here, as exemplified on 
television or in the newspapers, I do 
not know her opinions, because she is 
too polite to tell me, and I too cautious 
to ask. Enough to say that older people 
being sent off to nursing homes, the 
notion that the elder should be sacri-
ficed for the convenience of the 
younger, is beyond her comprehension. 
It may be well if it remains that way. 
I do a discourtesy to Afri, if this 
reads as if she is critical of the country. 
On the contrary, she is enchanted with 
Canada, the air, the scenery, the food, 
the people, the foliage, and life in 
general, and expresses this pleasure in 
every way from cries of delight, to 
song. She has a happy heart, an ob-
servant eye, and a power of apprecia-
tion which have shown me new 
wonders in my own land. It is my 
mind, not hers, which has been dealing 
1n compansons. 
Consider the matter of gravity. 
It never would occur to Af ri that her 
smiles are for the public. For the out-
side world, she has an extra mien, a 
sweet and natural dignity of deport-
ment. Do not think for a moment that 
you, as a stranger, will see on her the 
expression which I have photographed. 
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That gaiety and animation, that happi-
ness and spontaneity, are reserved for 
her very close friends indeed. If I 
introduce her to you, she will give you 
the benefit of her perfect manner, but 
it would not cross her mind to impose 
upon our conversation her private 
spirit or personality. She has no shy-
ness whatsoever, this is not shyness but 
manner, yet she will listen so gravely 
to the greetings you and I exchange, 
that you will find it hard to realize you 
have just met this gay girl. 
Because we are raised to a belief in 
strong first impressions, it almost 
troubled me, at first, in introducing 
her, to realize that there was no chance 
that she would show forth, to the 
stranger, those qualities which I most 
love in her. Yet, as weeks have passed, 
I have come to appreciate and revel in 
this difference of accent, for the extra 
value which it puts on friendship. Now, 
as I stand beside her in a hotel lobby, 
in a restaurant, I am flooded with a 
warmth of knowledge that there is a 
side of her, a favour, which is not to 
be exhibited to these passers-by. It is 
like the possession of a lovely secret, 
this knowledge that there is that in her 
which comes to one, not easily. 
In her home, or my home, it is a 
different matter. Here, she sings about 
the house, runs to the door to greet us, 
accepts our friends as her friends, plays 
with the kittens and the squirrels, fills 
the house with a patter of swift feet 
and a light and eager voice. With her 
friends she can coquette and tease, 
laugh and talk philosophy: but read 
that word "coquette" with reserva-
tions. Afri may flirt with a kitten, a 
squirrel, a sunbeam, a portrait, or me; 
but absolutely never with a man. And 
this, I may say, in the new world is 
the most puzzling difference of all. 
Spanish girls, nice Spanish girls, do 
not go out with men, alone in the 
evenings; oh, in the afternoons, some-
times, but not at night. Further, the 
notion that a girl should work to 
attain boy-friends simply is not a part 
of life. The family will perform intro-
ductions, but the girl does not indulge 
in kittenish antics on her own; nor 
would a man respect her if she did so. 
I once saw Afri reduced to helpless 
giggles of disbelief over a simple 
article advising high-school girls on 
how to get and hold a boy-friend. It is 
simply outside the realm of her ex-
perience that such advice could be, or 
need to be, given to anyone. 
"But if you don't go out on dates, 
alone, what do you do?" asked a 
baffled and fascinated young gentle-
man, here. 
"Oh, we make many party. We have 
many friends, we make good time, 
many together, you know?" He did 
not know. 
71 
"But," (tone heavily loaded,) "don't 
the young people object to not being 
allowed to go out alone?" 
She: (laughing). "But, no. Oh - " 
graceful wave of a hand, "always, 
everywhere, there are few malcontents. 
But, you know, nobody pay attention 
to such discontent people." 
The young man nearly swallowed a 
pipe in the excitement. 
"But," he demanded, meaningly, 
and she knew exactly what he meant, 
"suppose that a young man should ask 
you to go out with him, over here?" 
"That would be very nice," she 
agreed. "We would make party with 
Joan and some of her friend." 
"But suppose he insisted he wanted 
to take you out, alone?" 
Afri tossed back her head and 
laughed, openly, at him. "Why, then," 
she said, "I should have to say to him, 
directly, and why alone ?" 
Believe it or not, this astounded 
young man blushed! 
Afri will change her ways, when and 
if she wishes. None of this is nai'vete,· 
she is more experienced than those 
with whom she talks. Travel alone had 
done that for her; yet before the travel, 
training, in grace, in human relation-
ships, in a pleasant competence in 
daily living, gave her a form of free-
dom among people, many people, 
which she feels no need to exchange 
for the freedom of being with one. 
She will linger in Canada, a while. 
She is here on an adventure, and, "You 
must teach me to be Canadian," she 
tells me. "I do not wish to commit a 
fault." I do not need to teach her. She 
will learn from the country all that she 
needs to know about it. 
Beyond that, I think it is nicer for 
Canada, that she remain much as 
she is! 
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THE RAILWAY LINE 
AT THE TIME when the railways were 
being built, an influential lawyer had 
an attractive estate near Windsor, 
Nova Scotia. As a daily ritual he 
enjoyed a pleasant carriage ride from 
his house toward the town . 
One day engineers for the railway 
arrived in Windsor to map out a line 
to Kentville. Our lawyer learned that 
the course of the railway, as the engi-
neers saw it, would place a track 
across the route of his daily carriage 
ride. This was most disturbing in-
formation. 
A lesser man might easily have made 
noisy protests, but our friend was a 
man of subtlety and imagination. 
Learning that a number of influen-
tial government officials from Halifax 
were visiting in the area, he invited 
them to visit his estate. The entertain-
ment included a generous supply of 
well-fortified spirits. With casual grace 
the host afforded his guests ample 
opportunity to stroll about the grounds 
of his estate and admire the beauty of 
the countryside. 
The visitors were greatly impressed 
by the admirable location of the house, 
the magnificent view, and the graceful 
elms and sturdy oaks. 
There was one discordant note in 
the scene which one of the visitors 
quickly spied. 
"What are those markers and con-
struction materials for, down at the 
foot of the hill?" he asked. 
"Oh, that is nothing really," replied 
his host nonchalantly. "The new rail-
way line will cross my land there and, 
of course, Nova Scotia needs the rail-
way." 
"But your view will be destroyed," 
said a second guest. Soon the whole 
party was busy trying to convince 
the lawyer that the route of the railway 
would be detrimental to the value and 
beauty of his property. 
One most important visitor, con-
scious of his powers of influence, 
announced, "We shall see to it that the 
railway will pass on the other side." 
And it did. 
This is the reason that the Dominion 
Atlantic Railway has a long, steep 
grade of several miles instead of 
following the simpler and more logical 
route around a hill in Falmouth. 
The view from the house, of course, 
is still magnificent, and our lawyer 
friend was able to continue his carriage 
rides without being jolted over railway 
tracks .. 
ERIC M. CURRY 
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CHARLES BRUCE 
Tidewater 
Morning 
Last month in The Sloop you met Colin 
Forester, middle-aged Long Islander who fought 
with Tarleton's Legion and began a new life in 
Nova Scotia. This month, his neighbour, Richard 
McKee. 
A HOUR OR so before midnight Richard got to his feet and pulled the door to behind him. 
He did not look inside. 
Since early candle-lighting time, 
with nothing Jeft to do but wait for 
darkness, he had done his best to keep 
from looking back. 
He hefted the knapsack and slipped 
his shoulders through the strapping, 
and hitched its bulk a fraction higher. 
After Yorktown he had thought him-
self through with knapsacks, but here 
in this horseless country there were 
heavier loads to lug. Not that he cared, 
tonight. The weight on a man's back, 
while he felt his way through black 
woods at midnight, might cramp the 
mind to a kind of aching peace. 
He crossed his cleared land, walking 
easy. A slight breeze off the water 
touched face and hands, and in the 
faint light of an overcast moon he 
sensed the wavelike stirring of young 
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hay between the stumps. Well, let 
Colin Forester make it. The oats too, 
if any still held up its head when the 
fall rains were done. 
At the edge of the clearing he turned 
west along the track they had chopped 
out from grant to grant. It was all 
right here, if you took your time. 
Farther east, toward the land occupied 
by the Florida refugees, and farther 
west, toward the Tidewater, where he 
had a call to make, there was nothing 
but a trace. Beyond that again, 
through the country he was headed for, 
perhaps not even that. 
He could see now off to the left the 
small dark bulk of Colin Forester's 
house against the glimmer of Channel 
water, and felt an easing of the inci-
dental worries that crossed lightly the 
deeper darkness in his mind. 
Colin would be over in the morning, 
would find the birchbark note, and see 
to the heifer and the sheep. He had 
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thought of all this before, had satisfied 
himself about it, but sensed again the 
small relief, as if he had just now 
thought of it: Colin would pick up the 
tag ends of things and let the neigh-
bours know. 
His mouth twitched in a bitter, 
wordless grin: neither the thing that 
drove him nor the load on his back 
could quite wash out the little things, 
the foolish and the practical. Odd, that. 
It was like that day, years ago, at the 
fords of the Brandywine, with ball 
from Sullivan's muskets clipping the 
growth around your ears. All he'd 
been able to think of as he rammed and 
primed and fired was the hole in his 
left sock that let the big toe through 
to rub on leather. That and his 
father's voice, telling a story, in the 
little stone house in the rulls above 
Loch Striven. 
Hogg's place, next, but he couldn't 
see the buildings. Then Brown's. You 
took care here, for a brook crossed the 
track. He listened for it as he walked, 
and when its low babble was close and 
clear, knelt to feel for the stepping-
stones. Then straightened suddenly, 
without touching water, and splashed 
across shin-deep. He realized on the 
farther bank that he was shaking, and 
his body wet with sweat. 
The images, for a moment, had 
broken through. The brook ... 
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The brook. Colin Forester at one 
end of the hurdle and Murdoch Somers 
at the other, and Duncan Hogg and 
James Brown and Walter Farren at the 
sides of it, and the coffin of whipsawn 
boards between. 
For a moment Richard ceased to 
fight against it. He leaned against the 
trunk of an ancient birch and let the 
swords go through. 
Mary. Mary Miller. Mary McKee. 
The years from Brooklyn to Charles-
ton to Cowpens to Yorktown. Fights 
he'd for gotten the names of. Defeat 
and dispersal. The transports. A bitter 
winter among the rocks of the western 
shore. Again the transports, and the 
move east. And Mary. 
Mary, whose name and touch and 
voice made all worth while-the years 
of war before he'd known the girl 
existed, the years since then at painful 
labour, at work you had to learn as 
you went along. 
All a singing, with Mary by. 
And now, a thing you shunned and 
feared and stifled in the mind, and fled 
from under cover of the night. 
A hundred times and more, while it 
was still a singing, he had let the 
sequence into his mind: the sweetness, 
the excitement and the wonder. 
It would touch him as he hoed-in 
oatseed between burnt stumps on 
glowing days in late May. As he tugged 
with hands unskilled at wet mesh a 
half-mile offshore in mid-July. As he 
drove the axe into rock-maple in 
January. 
Always then there had been some-
thing to interrupt it- a stone striking 
sparks from the hoe-blade, Colin 
Forester saying, from the after thwart, 
"What d'ye see, below there? Have 
they hit us?" Or Mary calling "Dinner-
time, Rich!" across the clearing. Al-
ways something to pull the mind away. 
He had never followed it from start to 
finish, but it was there, alive in the 
mind. 
A thing to turn to. It had ca used 
some wonder to him, this fact that he 
liked to turn to it and dwell on it. For 
he was not a man of dreams like John 
Cameron. 
And now when he would have wiped 
it all away, there was nothing to 
interrupt. 
It began after the remuster at Hali-
fax. It began as the transports rounded 
the Lion's Mane and stood west up 
the Channel on a close reach into 
sou'west wind. Off to the south the 
rocky outcroppings reserved for what 
was left of the Sixtieth. Off to starboard 
the lower land, green with spruce, 
where they were settling the Cumber-
lands. Up ahead, unseen behind sand-
stone bluffs, the remnants of the old 
French fort Nicholas Denys had raised, 
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a century and a half before, at the 
entrance to Morgan's Harbour. Rocks 
on the one hand, bush on the other, 
and ahead the unknown. 
As Richard watched from the 
weather rail, a fell ow-settler spoke to 
him. A heavy-set man, already graying, 
in the faded green ofTarleton's Legion. 
"Tough country, be the look'v it. 
No tea-party." And then, quizzically, 
"Think ye'll stand it?" 
Richard stiffened. 
"Stand it? Man, I was in the 
Seventy-first!" 
The other laughed. "Good answer." 
He put out a hand. "I'm Colin For-
ester.'' 
Richard took the hand. "Richard 
McKee." 
The harbour, then. Around the 
mouth of it, under the old French fort, 
stood the houses of Captain Ridley 
Morgan and the families who had 
followed him from Boston, in search 
of fish and trade, before the rebellion. 
On the slopes beyond, tents and huts 
made a kind of town. Tents to house 
for a little, before dispersal to the 
woods, the men and women who, out 
of love or accident or stubbornness or 
principle or self-interest, or simply 
because they guessed wrong, had 
backed a losing cause. 
The political side of it meant little 
to Richard. It had been a simple thing 
that called him out under the colours 
of Simon Fraser. To escape the stone, 
the sheep, the cold, above Loch Striven. 
To see the world. And to go with John 
Cameron. 
The larger merits of the case meant 
little. But in the months at Morgan's 
Harbour before his land was drawn, 
despite a nagging fear about the future, 
he had come to feel a warmth for the 
town of tents. For it was here he 
shared leisure with John again, and it 
was here he first saw Mary. 
John. John in the Cameron cot, 
across a stone-specked field, back 
home. John crawling beside him in 
tufted grass, with bow and arrow, 
watching for pheasants. John, peering 
down into salmon-water, spear in 
hand, while Richard kept a rearguard 
watch for keepers ... John, away to 
the academy at Perth. And John saying 
wryly, "Lord, man! They don't like 
poachers here, either," as they stormed 
up the lead-swept causeway before 
Savannah. 
John, scribbling verse before the 
second siege of Charleston: 
Stone fences clamber still, beyond 
Dunoon 
Where the cock-pheasant calls from 
the yellow gorse 
And narrow and dark in its loch the 
resilient sea 
Goes curving home to the steep lolv 
heart o' the hills ... 
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Richard thought little of the verse. 
It didn't rhyme. But he thought a 
mighty lot of John. It was good to share 
a tent with him at Morgan's Harbour. 
A laughing man, John was, and 
hopeful. Always listening to people 
and watching men and events with an 
open heart. 
"Why, lad," John said, once, when 
Richard had voiced his doubts, "Why, 
lad, a man can make anything come 
to pass in this country. D'ye know 
what I saw myself this morning? . .. 
That young lieutenant, Baillie, he was 
down to Morgqn's fish-flakes arrangin' 
a supply'v mackerel and codfish and 
the like. You ever see Morgan's 
daughters? He's got a power of chil-
dren, that man. All ages. One of the 
young ones, young Hannah, was 
turnin' cod on the flakes, barefooted 
on the beachrocks ... Baillie walks up 
to Captain Morgan and he says, 
'Captain, there stands Mrs. William 
Baillie.' " 
"He had his gall," Richard said. 
"How'd the captain take it?" 
"He said, 'That's for her to say, 
lieutenant ... ' She'll say it all right," 
John said. "Y'see, Richard, it's dif-
ferent here." And, with mischief, "But 
you better be quick and pick one. They 
ain't many ... I purpose to do so." 
That was John, always trying to 
infect you with his laughter and his 
hope. But it was Mary who had brought 
the thing to be. 
He had gone out back of the tent 
town that afternoon, exploring, past 
the cluster of five-acre allotments where 
the Negroes, freed the moment they 
touched Nova Scotian soil, were 
putting up their hutments. And on to 
the woods beyond, the trouble in his 
mind. 
Woods and water. Not yet even a 
carding-mill or a sawmill or a tannery. 
Hardly a spinning-wheel or a plough, 
or even a horse. Land to clear and 
houses to build and food to grow. And 
how many, of the hundreds encamped 
on the slopes-how many knew how? 
To Richard there was something fear-
some in having to learn all over again 
the way to live. How to survive in the 
woods and on the water, and precious 
little to learn with. When all you knew 
was how to tend sheep in the hills, how 
to take cover and charge a musket. 
He was a little rueful now about the 
answer he had made to Colin Forester: 
"Man, I was in the Seventy-first!" 
Better, maybe, if he'd gone back to the 
known thing, the known poverty. Or 
vanished into the legions who were 
fodder for Europe's wars. 
He was thinking this, sitting on a 
rock by a beaten path in a Uttle clear-
ing, seeing without seeing them, the 
strawberry blossoms that grew long-
stemmed in forest grass. Thinking this, 
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when he became conscious of soft 
sound and looked up and saw a red 
and white cow lazing along the path 
before him, and behind the cow a girl 
in a brown dress caught in at the waist 
with string. Her bare feet made no 
sound in grass and dust. She flicked 
an alder switch at the cow's rump and 
said, casually, "G'long, Bess," and 
stood to regard Richard with open 
curiosity. 
She said, "You'd be Seventy-first." 
"How d'ye know?" 
She laughed easily. It seemed to 
Richard that she was one who would 
do most things easily. 
"Oh, the red head. And y've the 
look'v a Scotchman . . . Where they 
puttin' ye? Know yet?" 
"Not yet." 
"Well"-she flicked the switch 
airily-" 's bound to be somewheres 
round. We'll all be neighbours ... 
House every mile or so. What's your 
name, now? Mine's Mary Miller." 
Richard couldn't help laughing. He 
told her his name, but he was puzzled. 
He said, "You come in the transports ?" 
She shook her head. "No. No, I 
been here a couple of years." A hint of 
shadow crossed her face. "Fam'ly got 
separated in Connecticut. I'm help at 
the Attwoods'." 
Richard nodded. Attwood. One of 
the old families at the harbour mouth. 
A servant. Except that in this country 
they rarely used the term. 
Slowly, switching the alder against a 
bare ankle, she was moving down the 
path. 
He said, bluntly, "How could I see 
yeh ?'' 
She halted for the space of a step. 
"Why, y'could come down the hill 
anytime, and I'd be there." 
Except for what she stood in, the one 
thing Mary brought when they set up 
housekeeping was a shiny earthenware 
teapot she had carried from Connecti-
cut. 
* * * Richard found that he had passed 
the burying-ground, absorbed in mem-
ories of those days now nearly three 
years past. He did not recall leaving 
the support of the birch or any detail 
of the rough track he had covered 
since leaving the brook. He had passed 
the burying-ground, that little knoll 
in the woods with its seven mounds, 
thinking of Mary living. 
There was nothing now to interrupt 
the flow of his remembering. Now when 
the thing was all aching sorrow instead 
of a hard-won joy, there was nothing 
to interrupt. And miles of woods ahead. 
* * * Miles and miles of woods. That had 
been one disappointment when the lots 
were drawn. Instead of going up the 
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Tidewater where John was, he was 
placed far down the shore. 
"Ah, well," John Cameron said at 
parting, "it's not an ocean. It'll make 
the get-togethers all the finer." 
Richard really didn't mind. Not 
deeply. He wanted nothing, for he had 
Mary. 
Mary, and other things. Neighbours. 
Especially Colin Forester. Colin teach-
ing him to knit herring-nets. Colin 
showing him the use of broad-axe and 
adze and T-square. Colin hewing logs 
with him, helping build the two-room 
house. Colin working with him until 
the skill that comes with work began 
to make the labour happy in itself. As 
Mary's laughter and love and passion 
suffused with light the good and the 
bad, labour that brought the crops to 
ripeness and labour that failed in 
blasting frost. 
Fishing, for instance. Fishing was 
one thing he couldn't get used to. 
Colin drove him to it. "Fish is money," 
Colin said. "We can trade herrin' to 
Rid Morgan. Not that there's much 
in herrin'. But mackerel, now. We'll 
build a sloop and fish for mackerel. 
Off here in the spring, and over to Cat 
Island in the fall. Money. There's 
money in that." 
He hated this pursuit that took you 
out on the Channel at two o'clock in 
the morning and brought you back 
from the beach at noon, wet and itch-
ing, your clothes stained with fish 
blood. 
But Mary would have hot water 
ready in the wash-trough. Mary would 
say "I cleaned fish for Morgan, Rich, 
' k ' before you ever saw me. I can 'ma e 
cod, too. You and Colin stick out a 
tub of trawl, and I'll come down to the 
beach and give you a hand. Fishin's 
what I'd 'a been good at, had I been 
a man." She would say, then, " But I 
don't grieve that I ain't." 
She could make you laugh even 
when your hands were cracked with 
salt and rank from the gutting. 
Make you laugh when you were 
alone with her, and give you ease and 
confidence with others. Better than 
education, that was. Murdoch Somers's 
wife was an educated woman, but she 
talked to Murdoch as if he were an 
awkward boy. There was nothing of 
that in Mary. She didn't hide what she 
felt in words that meant something 
else. And what she felt was love. 
Best time of all, perhaps, the three-
day visit they made to John and Prim-
rose. The summer after they set up 
house, word came by Morgan's smack 
that John had found a woman. They 
spoke a chance to The Harbour in the 
smack and walked through the woods 
to John's place. 
Primrose Cameron was a different 
type from Mary. One of their own. A 
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Sco~swoman, who had come out to 
Ha hf ax to join relations and found 
them gone off to Quebec. She had 
struck out for herself, hoping to get 
some teaching work to do. Instead, 
she had got John Cameron. 
Richard feared a little for Mary, 
sensing in Primrose reserve as well as 
learning. But he knew at once that he 
needn't have worried. Mary could 
break the ice without even knowing it 
was there. 
They'd been at the Camerons' less 
than an hour when she looked up, in 
a silence at the supper table, and said: 
"Where'd you find her, John? ... 
Look, now, I'm not bad-lookin', but 
l've got no sense. Where in the world 
do they grow girls with looks and 
sense, too ?" 
It was simple blarney, but sincere, 
and spoken with enough laughter in it 
to lighten the sincerity. 
For three days Richard talked and 
worked with John in the peculiar 
companionship of men who have 
grown up together and liked it. They 
raised a worm fence round a piece of 
rich intervale land that ran down from 
Cameron's woods, split out shingles in 
John's workshop, shaved staves, hoed 
potatoes. And at mealtimes and in the 
evenings they would glance at each 
other now and then, and simply shake 
their heads. 
When they left to walk to The Har-
bour to catch a chance down-Channel, 
Mary turned to Prim and John. She 
said, "May be a spell before we meet 
again. D'you s'pose they'll still be only 
two apiece of us? ... Le's do our best, 
anyway." 
But when they heard that Primrose 
Cameron had borne a son, the time 
was past for laughter. 
Richard had no watch, but he cal-
culated he had walked for three hours 
and travelled nearly ten miles. He was 
now into the hardest of the going, the 
woods of the Stillwell Grant, land being 
held for settlers who were only then, 
by ones and twos, arriving. Here the 
track narrowed to a mere blazed trail 
until he should strike the eastern shore 
of Morgan's Harbour opposite the 
town and turn north toward the Tide-
water. His immediate journey was half 
over. But beyond that ... 
It was lucky that he'd come by a pair 
of fairish boots a month ago, from a 
Cumberland man who was calling the 
whole thing quits. A bad time they'd 
had, that third winter. The clothes they 
had brought in the transports worn 
out, and the issued rations long since 
gone. They had been glad of salt 
herring and mackerel and potatoes 
grown in ashy ground between the 
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stumps. Potatoes that lasted until frost 
reached even into the root-cellars. Salt 
fish and pickled meat, for Colin 
Forester had beefed his cow when the 
hay ran out. Beefed her and eaten her 
and fashioned shanks for his feet and 
Richard's from the raw hide round the 
hocks. 
It was sometime in January that 
Mary's cough began. She'd had a sick 
spell the spring before. A cold she said. 
This time the cold hang on, and she 
was coughing still in March. March, 
with the Channel filled with drift ice, 
and the hay gone, and the sheep paw-
ing through snow to snuffie wjthered 
grass. 
In April Richard woke one morning 
while Mary still slept, and stared down 
at flecks of red on the pillow. He got 
Colin's Lydia to come that day, and 
walked east in search for Krinkhorn, 
the little German from the Sixtieth who 
had set up as a doctor. 
It took him quite a spell to find 
Krinkhorn, far downshore where he'd 
brought a daughter into the world for 
one of the Florida refugees. But 
Krinkhorn had a horse, and he pro-
mised to hurry. He had been with 
Mary an hour or more when Richard, 
following on foot, got back to the 
house. She was sitting up in bed, a 
bottle of brown syrup on a turned-up 
keg beside her. She laughed and made 
a face and shook her head. "Tastes 
awful, Rich. Awful. I got to get better 
quick so's to quit takin' it." 
Outside, Richard said, "Well, man?" 
Krinkhorn climbed into his saddle 
and didn't look at him directly. He 
said, "Faith and hope. Sometimes 
they better are than medicine." He 
turned and looked at Richard, "I do 
not know, McKee." 
For a while then, with spring flood-
ing in, Mary was better. The coughing 
almost stopped. The ice was gone from 
the Channel and there was gentleness 
in the rain, warmth in the sunshine. 
She was spending some time on her 
feet again. It was then, in May, that 
the fish-smack made its first trip of the 
season, bringing gear to coves and 
beaches on the Channel Shore, and to 
Richard and Mary a message. The 
Camerons had a boy. 
He told her of it, and knew that she 
remembered her own laughing words 
to Primrose and John. She was sitting 
in the rocker he had fashioned in 
evening firelight while she lay jn bed. 
Her face was fuller, he thought. Her 
colour specially good. 
He said, cautiously, "You know, 
Mary, you're lookin' a sight better. 
After a while, I wouldn't be surprised, 
you'll be fine." 
She said, "After a while, Rich ? 
Go'way with you, man. I'm fine right 
now." 
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Three weeks later he came back at 
' . ' noon from work in Cohn Forester s 
sawpit, and found her. She was lying 
on the bed, a quilt ... drawn round her as 
if, having put the tea down, she had 
lain down for a little to wait for him. 
But the waiting was done forever. The 
tea, in the shiny brown pot from 
Connecticut, was steeping on the stove. 
It took a long time to cross the Still-
well Grant. Richard halted for a 
breather and took his bearings, and 
sensed a graying in the east. Should be 
within a mile of the road that ran 
north opposite the town, where the 
going would be easier. The worst of 
the night was over. He was tired, and 
grateful for tiredness, though the ribs 
grazed in the action at Cooche's 
Bridge were beginning to ache again. 
He walked slowly, now that two-
thirds of his distance was behind him, 
his mind again on the sheep and the 
heifer and the people he had left. It 
troubled him, this leaving with nothing 
said. But there was something about it, 
the hand-shaking and the looks and 
words of sorrow, that he hadn't been 
able to face again. 
Ahead, now, he heard the slow lap 
of water, and came out on the harbour 
road. Across the water a light or two 
burned in houses of the town a mile 
away. He turned north. Four miles of 
easy going and another three along a 
woods-trail, and he would see John. 
John and Primrose. They might not 
understand his going, but they would 
know what drove him. Because they 
too had between them the thing that he 
and Mary had. He couldn't go without 
a word to John ... 
He could dimly see the masts of 
vessels in the harbour. The sensible 
thing would be to see John and come 
back to the town and wait for a pas-
sage to Halifax by sea. But this he 
could not do. He couldn't face the idle-
ness of waiting. A trail led through the 
woods, they said, beyond the Tide-
water. John would know. A trail to the 
St. Mary's River and along that to the 
Musquodoboit and thence to Halifax. 
A couple of hundred miles. There he 
could go to work, or rejoin the army, 
if they'd take him. Or take ship for 
home, for Scotland and the hills above 
Loch Striven. He didn't know ... 
The cool of the night was going. 
Richard set the knapsack down and 
took off the old Tarleton jacket that 
had got too tight for Colin. Green, 
designed to turn with the leaves in the 
fall. Well, it was turning back to green 
again, with age. He shrugged the 
straps on over the homespun shirt 
Mary had coloured brown with dye 
brewed from maple moss. A shuddering 
pang went through him, remembering. 
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He walked on. It was daylight by the 
time the road narrowed to the trail 
leading up the Tidewater. He walked 
quickly now, between the alders and 
the birch, beginning to feel an eager-
ness. And yet, a curious reluctance. 
He braced himself for the telling. 
How to do it, with dignity, before too 
many light and laughing words were 
said. And yet to keep control. 
He couldn't see John's house, a fur-
long from the trail, up through the 
trees, but he could see smoke curling 
from its chimney. He realized now 
that he was tired, and slipped the knap-
sack off again and set it down against 
a maple. No sense lugging it up the 
hill. He would pick it up when he 
moved on. Moved on. A vague some-
thing troubled him. John and Prim. 
They'd understand the sorrow. But-
defeat, departure. They wouldn't say-
but behind the touch and voice, what 
would they really think? 
Well, his mind was made up. He 
shook his head and walked up through 
the trees to the door. 
It opened as he approached. Prim-
rose Cameron halted there. He thought 
she looked startled, and she did not 
smile. 
She said, "Richard! Richard Mc-
Kee!" 
He said, "Yes, it's me, Prim," and 
walked into the kitchen-room as she 
stood aside. "Where's John? Not still 
in bed?'' 
He turned wondering to her silence. 
"You've not heard?" 
"Heard? Heard what?" 
Prim's hands were clenched one on 
the other. She said evenly, "John was 
caught under a falling tree, Richard. 
A fortnight gone." 
Once, during the Battle of Long Is-
land, when he was new to that work, 
Richard had lost track of things. Had 
stood in the open, not knowing where 
or what he was, in awful aloneness, cut 
off from sense and life. The feeling 
caught him now again, and surged, and 
ebbed. 
He said, with a sob like anger, 
"Heard? D'you think I'd 'a' been two 
weeks co min', if I'd heard?" 
He remembered then that he couldn't 
have come, and why, even if he'd 
known. For a moment even that had 
been blotted from his mind. But 
suddenly now there was neither past 
nor present, only the need to get his 
own tidings told. To put this world of 
pain in balance. He said, slowly, "It 
was a thing like that I come to tell you, 
Prim." He told her then in words he 
never afterward remembered. 
When he looked up, tears were 
rolling down her face. She said softly, 
''Richard, Richard, Richard.'' Grief 
and bitter acceptance. But little weak-
ness. "Both-" For a moment she 
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bowed her head against the maple-
coloured shirt, shaking against him. 
A moment only. She stiffened at a 
sound from the inner room, and 
plucked Richard's sleeve, tugging him 
after her. The child, eyes closed and 
whimpering in sleep, lay stirring in the 
cradle. Prim lifted him, carried him to 
the kitchen and seated herself in the 
rocker, her face serene. She said, 
looking down at the black-fuzzed poll, 
"His name is Richard McKee Cam-
eron. We were saving that to tell you." 
Richard sat down with his elbows on 
his knees. He was not really thinking 
yet. Without his knowing the moment 
of its happening, a curious thing had 
happened in his mind. For three days 
now, and all through that long night 
walk, the world had been a world of 
grief, and he a giant figure there alone. 
Now that was oddly changed. It was 
still a world of grief, but a peopled 
world. Not just himself, not only he 
and Primrose. They all faced it, the 
world of life and death. These others in 
the woods and round the earth. 
Primrose had set the table for break-
fast. Over hot porridge and tea he said, 
"What'll you do, Prim? . . . Go back 
home?" 
"Home? Oh, you mean the old 
country." She shook her head. "No. I 
have no one close, there. Anyway, you 
know-this-where we ... " 
Richard nodded. They sat in silence, 
finishing the meal, and his mind began 
to turn on the things that must be 
done. 
First he'd have to get a good 
coloured boy from the huddle of huts 
back of town. A boy strong and reliable 
who could live in the lean-to and work 
for his keep and clothes. Then, he'd 
better move the heifer and the sheep 
up here to John's place and begin to 
see what he could do for Prim and the 
young one ... He frowned. You could 
halter a cow, but how to drive six ewes 
through twenty miles of woods? Best 
thing would be to get Colin Forester 
to help, and stow them in the sloop, 
and sail them here. West up the Chan-
nel and north up the harbour and 
northwest up the Tidewater. 
He found himself picturing this, 
himself and Colin catching the bleating 
ewes and binding their legs with rags 
and rowing them out in the flat to the 
anchored sloop. Or putting them 
aboard right in the pond, maybe. And 
it came to him that the thing that had 
called this fancy to his mind was a 
wisp of thought, memory and imagina-
tion combined, a dream of how Mary 
would have laughed at it. 
He could see her standing on the 
beach in her gray homespun, her hair 
80 
untidy in the wind. He could hear her 
soundless words blow out to him: 
"You won't need no foghorn, boys. 
You and your sea-goin' mutton!" 
The dream was like a blow. And yet 
now it was not a blow you could turn 
and run from. His thought moved in-
ward in a kind of grim wonder. Think-
ing, planning how to set things straight 
for Primrose Cameron and her boy, 
he'd almost forgotten the way of 
escape. That trail from the St. Mary's 
to the Musquodoboit ... 
Mary again. Not fancy, now, but 
simple memory: "After a while? Go 
way with you, man! I'm fine right 
now.'' 
Escape? There was no escape from 
dreams like these. He knew that he 
did not want, now, to escape them. 
That somewhere in the essence of the 
dream itself, the dream of Mary, was 
the secret of why he could not run 
away. 
It was not clear to him. Perhaps 
some time he would be able to add it 
up. To figure why you got a certain 
sum when you totalled Primrose 
Cameron's necessity, and your own 
private panic-turned now to stubborn 
sorrow-and the dream of Mary. 
Now he merely knew what he felt. 
His mind turned to the practical. A 
lot of things would take working out. 
It was hard to keep an eye on matters 
from twenty miles away. Best, maybe, 
to find land here, close by, near the 
Cameron place, where you could lend 
a hand when it was needed, and say 
nothing. 
But then-the place down the shore. 
A man couldn't afford to let a foot of 
cleared land or a stick of timber go. 
He found himself looking forward to 
July and the herring, and after that 
the fall mackerel, the salt slop on the 
thwarts of Colin Forester's sloop, and 
dripping twine, coming up out of tidal 
dark. Till you could see, far down, the 
silver of meshed and twitching fish. 
He was puzzled by many things. He 
would have to work at them, see how 
the days fell out. It wouldn't do to plan 
too much, count on too much. It was 
too soon for that. You couldn't tell. 
You could only take care, and watch, 
and do the things that came to hand. 
But there was one small thing he 
must do at once. He would have no 
peace of mind until he did it. Somehow 
he must hide, far down the trail where 
he could pick it up unseen, that bulg-
ing knapsack he had set against the 
maple. 
Perhaps, when both were old ... 
Perhaps some day he would speak of 
that. But not now. Not now. Until time 
should make this night and day a far-
off wave in the long sea of memory, 
there was one thing Prim Cameron 
must not know. 
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Visitors to the Maritimes are 
charmed by the quiet beauty of 
Shediac, New Brunswick~ home of 
the world famous Shediac lobster. 
Fi~hing scenes like this one, with 
their picturesque tranquillity, stay 
with travellers forever. 
Among the memories they treasure, 
too, is the distinctive flavour of 
Moosehead Ale and Alpine Lager. 
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SHOPPING PROTECTION 
AT ITS BEST 
ALL THE YEAR 'ROUND 
Whether you buy exciting new Spring styles, Summer holiday needs, 
warm Winter clothes for the family, back-to-school needs, or furniture 
and housefurnishings for home or cottage, you shop with confidence 
at EATON'S. Sprfng and Summer, Fall and Winter, the famous EATON 
guarantee "Goods Satisfactory or Money Refunded" covers your every 
purchase whether it was bought from an EATON store, your local Order 
Office or through the value-packed EATON Catalogues. 
Shopping at EATON'S is a Canadian tradition because smart shoppers 
have come to enjoy choosing from the assortments, the quality, and the 
outstanding values which mean savings for the whole family. 
Buy all your needs ·at EATON'S. In the Atlantic Provinces there are 
eleven stores, sixty-five Order Offices for catalogue shopping at its 
best. There's an EATON'S near you. 
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